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SYLVAN HOLT'S DAUGHTER 



CHAPTER I. 



FAMILY TRIALS. 



The old school-room was on the second story 
of the house and at the s^aist end of a long 
passage— out of the way, quite, for the young 
Fieldings were a noisy, high-spirited race, like 
most healthy, happy creatures, though they 
t tamed down at the approach of adolescence. 
Formerly it used to echo out of lesson-hours 
witli pealing laughter, merry shouts, and wild 
whoops, as if there was a party of freshly caught 
savages in possession of it, hut it was quiet 
enough now that all the children were men 
and women grown — quiet enough and melancholy 

TOL. m. B 



2 SYLVAN holt's DAUGHTER. 

enough. In itself it was a dull room too, over- 
looking the wildest sweep of hills in the district, 
and with only a paved court below the windows ; 
and a haunted room — ^haunted by the ghost of 
every trouble that had come upon that generation, 
yet they all loved it 

To Mrs. Fielding it was especially dear. Ever 
since her children were little about her knees, 
she had been used to come to it and them daily 
for their pleasantest hour of recreation. All 
the small griefs and pleasures of their youth 
were brought to her there for sympathy and 
comfort. They had always been a most affection- 
ate and united family, and the &miliar old study 
was the place where they had seemed to come 
closest together from first to last It often 
happened now that the mother had it to herself; 
then she would sit in the twilight and conjure 
back particular times and seasons and the moving 
young figures with them. The rough sketches 
on the walls she valued far above costly paintings^ 
because they were the work of her first-bom 
son — ^poor Alick. There was John's old desk 
and his college cap upon it, and his prize books^ 
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dearly vrcxu Sometimes she could recal his 

pale presence so vividly that she seemed to 

have him on the &ded settee by the fire ojqposite 

to her^ with his head leant down apon his thin 

hand^ and reading by the flickering light of the 

pine logs^ while she, full of visions of his great 

future, could not forbid the work whereby he 

earned himself an early death. There was her 

beautiful Geraldine, now happy wife and happy 

mother ; there was Katie, proud and wilful, yet 

loving and honest-hearted then; there were 

the two young ones — Amy, who was so soon 

to part £rom her, and sweet Gecy, still half 

a child, whom she might hope to keep for her 

own for a long time yet And there was Rupert^ 

the Rupert of a dozen years ago, and another 

fidr young maiden — ^his betrothed; his mother 

can often see the two figures standing by a 

window apart from the rest; he is scratching 

Frances Stanley's name upon the glass with 

his own below it, and the girl stays by him blushing 

and smiling as the diamond ring cuts the queer 

crooked letters and is then slipped on h^ finger 

and sealed there with a lover's kiss. The curtain 

B2 
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cause^ but her sister tried to sneer her down^ and 
Ihe Colonel told her to go away, this quarrel 
was not fit for her to meddle in. Then he 
tnmed to Mrs. Grant widi an expression of 
fierce concentrated wrath in his face^ ^^hich made 
his mother cry, " Rupert, Rupert, my dear, dear 
son!" and cling to him with both hands round 
his arm. ^'Be still, be silent one moment I 
Oh, Katie I if my children hate each other, my 
heart will break 1" and she fell to sobbing and 
weeping. 

Colonel Fielding adored his mother; he held 
her in a close embrace for several minutes 
without speaking, but the working of his 
features showed what a passionate struggle was 
going on under his silence. 

**It is not you who hurt me, mother," said 
he, at last; ^'it is Katie's bitter pride and 
jealousy. I think, Katie, the devil has got pos- 
session of you." 

Mrs. Grant tried to laugh, and stared* in 
his face with a wretched, defiant fear, which 
she strove in vain to conceal from his keen 
resentful gaze. He fascinated her with that 
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gaase, then subdued her; after a moment or 
two she began] to falter and change counte- 
nance. 

" I did not intend to hurt you^ Rupert Have 
I said anything against you? Why are you so 
tenacious?" asked she, confusedly. 

''You have lost sight of plain honour and 
honesty, Katie; that is what you have done»** 
w^as his stem reply. *'Tou have striven to 
undermine my love for Margaret, by depreciating 
her to me — ^thank Gx>d! in vain; thank God! in 
vain! And now you dare to speak openly as 
if our sacred marriage could be regretted by 
me. What would be the results if I shared 
your feelings? Do you see the slough of 
misery such words as yours might prepare 
for all of us?" 

" Oh, Rupert I let me go to her, I wiU make 
up for all I" cried his mother; "I see it now, 
Katie; you have striven to put asunder those 
whom God himself has joined together. Come 
with me, we ought to ask her forgiveness on 
our knees," and she ran to her daughter. 

" I am not conscious of any wrong to Mar- 
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garet — I will not go," was the hard rejoinder. 
^' Frances Stanley was my friend. Is it my fault 
if I remember how Rupert loved her, or if I 
cannot call that child he has been beguiled into 
marrying her equal ?" 

^' Katie, I leave you — you are malignant. 
Frances would bo the first to rebuke your 
hateful spirit,'' said her brother, fiercely. 

*'I knew it; even yet you cannot utter her 
name without a change in your voice. You 
prefer her to Margaret this day I" cried his sister, 
with triumph. 

"Are you gone mad, Katie? You must be 
mad, or worse — deliberately wicked. Frances 
is a very painful memory to me, Margaret is 
a most sweet and pleasant reality ; can you doubt 
which I love ? If you can, I tell you plainly that 
the world holds notliing so dear, nothing so 
altogether precious for me as my young wifel" 
And with those words he left the study, and 
returned to Margaret. 

Mrs. Fielding did not attempt to follow him, 
she was afraid of his excited mood ; but Katie, 
now that he was gone, broke out into fierce 



FAMILY TRIALS. I 9 

invectives^ all false^ all cruel> as tlio mean prido 
and jealousy she was nursing in her bitter 
heart 

'^Rupert's marriage has ruined him; he is 
become coarse in feeling ; his honour and delicacj 
are obscured/' said she; '^that is always the 
fate of a man bound to an inferior woman — ^wo 
sliall see how it will end. I hate that slim^ 
beautiful, fond fool of his : I hate her !" 

'^ Katie, Katie, hush, do hush ; this is wickedj 
indeed I ** entreated her mother. 

''And I believe she is going to have a child^ 
he hinted something of the kind ; what a mother 
for his children she will be I" 

'' A child I Oh, Katie I if she had tliought I 
loved her she would have sought me. I have 
not done what I ought ; I will go to her now> 
poor motherless girl, and crave her pardon. 
I cannot let my son, my only son, be weaned 
away from mel'* 

'* She will wean him from all of us before 
long," responded Katie ; but Mrs. Fielding was 
already half-way down the passage on her road 
to Margaret's room and did not hear her» She 
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knocked and asked tremulously for admission; 
her son opened the door. 

" Come in, mother ; Margaret wants you," said 
he, taking her by the hand. She was extremely 
agitated ; her face quivered with pain, but there was 
such an eagerness of afiection in the young wife's 
eyes that in a moment they were clasped in each 
other's arms, weeping, and sobbing, and forgiying 
each other. ^ Now we have had tears enough for 
one day; dry them, smile, and open your hearts I " 
said the Colonel, willing to end this trying scene. 
^^ You have both got some arrears of confidence to 
make up, and I shall leave you to balance the 
account." And accordingly he went his way, not 
sorry to avoid the explanations, confessions, and 
tender women's talk which he foresaw would 
£;dlow that long, tearful embrace, for already the 
violent feelings of that day had shaken his strong 
nerves considerably, and the hand he pressed to 
his head trembled and burnt as if he were 
Buffering from an attack of ague fever. 

Scarcely ten minutes had elapsed since he left 
diem, and Margaret and Mrs. Fielding were 
sitting with their arms round each other's waist. 
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when a loud crashing report rang through the 
house. 

<' That is in the Laird's study. Why will he 
clean his gun indoors ? " said Mrs. Fielding. 

The sound had startled them both, and for a 
minute or more they sat silent and listening ; the 
stillness seemed as unnatural as if the very air were 
listening as well as they. Margarets heart panted 
rapidly. ^'Let us go and see what it was, 
mother/ suggested she, bending her head towards 
Ihe door. 

^^ It is nothing, my love, but that the Laird has 
a &ncy for cleaning his' own fiiTourite gun; 
and when he has not used it for some time, he will 
load it and fire out of the study window ; we 
must beg him not to frighten us so,'' was Mrs. 
Bidding's reply. 

Margaret had risen, still unsatisfied, when there 
came a rush dP feet up the stairs, and Jaques 
burst into the room screaming, ^^ Oh I ma'am, the 
Colonel's shot himself." 

In a moment, as it seemed, they were down in 
the study, where a confused noise of many 
servants gathered round something on the floor 
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parted; and became silence as they entered. Old 
Elspio pushed her way in at the same instant^ 
crying out, ** Ye, fules, gang for Mackaye. He 's 
no deid 1 he canna' be deid, I tell ye. Where 's the 
Laird ? Ca' the Laird, some o' ye. It was the gun 
that brusten i' his hand." 

Margaret was down upon the floor raising the 
gallant head upon her lap. '^Elspie is right; 
he is not dead, mother," said she, looking up 
from him for a moment, but in that moment she 
espied a rigid despairing face peering in at 
the doorway, and something higher than mortal 
charity gave her strength and courage to repeat, 
^* He is not dead, Katie." 

Nobody else spoke, because nobody believed 
her — if he were not dead, he lay like dead ; but 
she had thrust her warm little hand upon his 
heart and felt its feeble fluttering. It was a great 
faith and patience, a great faith, patience, and love 
that enabled her to sit there, holding his dear head 
upon her knees, adding to no one's grief— bearing 
her own in a prayerful silence. A helpless 
paralysis seemed to have fallen upon the poor 
mother, as she stood gazing at the prone form of 
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her son with dull achmg tearleiss eye, and word- 
less lips^ while Cecy clung about her weepings and 
Katie crouched at a distance, as if not daring to 
approach him whom she had so recently and 
bitterly insulted. There was a low dying wood 
fire upon the hearth, and a single candle to lighten 
this eerie scene, upon which came in suddenly 
the Laird — the messengers sent in search of him 
had missed him, and he entered without warning 
of what he was to see. 

Every eye turned to him but Margaret's — ^hers 
seemed as if they would never again leave the 
white mask lying in her lap, over which old Elspie 
was bending with restoratives; only they two 
would believe he was not dead. 

" I tell you he'll come about only Mackaye gets 
here in time I " cried the nurse. " Leave him to 
me an' Sandy an' his brave young wife: let 
the Laird see him. He's no deid, master ? " 

The old Laird knelt down beside his son ; he 
could feel no pulse of life ; he rose up trembling 
like a woman, and at the sight of his face the 
gentle weeping rose to a loud wail of sorrow : 
only Margaret was silent ; always silent, always 
praying. 
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It seemed half a life-time before Mackaye 
arriyed^ bat he came at last, and hit first words 
were, "Clear the room; lean do nothing with 
all these crying women about him. Of course, he 
is not dead*" 
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CHAPTER 11. 



COMMON SORROW. 



The Laird, Margaret^ Elspie, and Sandy remained 
in the room "while Mackaje made his examina- 
tion. Nearly the whole charge of the barst gun 
and a splinter of ;wood had lodged in the Colonel's 
right side and arm ; the wounds were dangerous, 
might even be fatal^ but Mackaye put his best face 
on the accident, and intimated that the profuse flow 
of blood, which caused the present prostration, 
would lessen the virulence of the fever which 
was always liable to supervene in such cases. 

Margaret watched his lips dropping these 
oracular professional remarks, and though she 
could not catch his eye, which purposely avoided 
hers, she was not deceived — ^he meant that there 
was little to hope, but everything to fear. 

The Laird understood differently, and rose at 
once from his despair to as sudden an exaltation of 
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hope. " He will do very well in a few days, 
Mackaye; we shall soon have him about again, 
ell ? " said he, clasping his white trembling hands, 
and looking eagerly at the surgeon's face and then 
at Margaret's. 

Mackaye granted dubiously — " I hope so, but 
the Colonel will have a tough fight for it, even if 
ho win; and at present, I daren't promise you 
that he will. I am sure he won't if he is to be 
scared back into unconsciousness as soon as he 
comes to himself by that skirling of women outside 
the door : will you oblige me by removing it ? " 

The Laird went out obediently, and led his wife 
and daughters away. 

** And now, my dear young lady," insinuated 
the surgeon, regarding Margaret with real 
approval of her self-command, but anxious to 
relieve her from the strain and himself from her 
presence ; ** will you kindly go and see that all is 
in comfortable readiness in your husband's room 
by I have done with him ? No one, you know, 
can smooth his pillow like you, madam, and I am 
afraid it will be thorny enough for some time to 
come to tax all your skill." 
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Margaret was still on her knees supporting her 
husband's head^ and she pleaded gently to remain^ 
but Mackaye courteously but imperatively gave 
her his hand to rise> and after kissing the white 
unconscious lips she obeyed him. 

** You would be in the way for the next half 
hour,** said he ; *^ but I promise to let you in first 
I am sure the Colonel would wish you to think of 
yourself as well as of him^" and he closed the 
door upon her politely. 

Margaret did not> however^ stir from the 
outside of it^ and she heard Mackaye say with 
great alacrity, " We'll turn the key, Elspie ; I 'd 
rather see anything than crying wives and 
mothers — and here's work to be done that is 
almost more than a match for the doctor. " 

Mackaye was a clever, shrewd, harsh-featured,, 
scientific surgeon, and where he saw danger, 
danger certainly was. He took off his coat to 
his work, and if some of his handling seemed 
cruel, as it would have seemed to non-professional 
understandings, there was all the more need of it. 
It was a sound most sweetly welcome to his ears 
when the Colonel groaned under the torture of 

VOL. in. 
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probe and knife, and his wan eyelids flickered 
open with amazed stare on Mackaye's grim yellow 
&ce. 

'^The Lord's name be praised I" ejaculated 
Elspie^ raising her hands deyontly. 

^'Mnzadehimif he begins to talk, nnrse. There's 
some one at that door again I If it is his wife let 
her in." 

Margaret entered softly, a shadow could not 
have been more noiseless. The surgeon gave her a 
tatisfisu^tory nod, and permitted her to approach ; 
but at the same time he bade her observe that 
they must have ^ no feelings and emotions just at 
present" She bowed her head in acquiescence : 
for, having heard through the door nearly all that 
was passing widiin, she knew, as well as did 
Mackaye himself, that she could only call Rupert 
hers from hoar to hour now, life hung tremulous 
upon so slight a thread — if the torn artery burst 
open again he was gone. 

She met his faint eyes with a smile and a finger 
on her lips — ^perhaps to intimate silence, perhaps 
to check or hide their quivering — and for the 
next few minutes Mackaye employed her in two or 
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three little offices instead of Elspie to help her to 
keep her firmness np. The Col<»iel had beai 
lifted upon the commodious stndj couch, and there 
he ]aj, wan with loss of blood, and his features 
drawn with pain : it was a sore trial to Margaret's 
strength to watch him foid look calm. Mackaye 
was too wise to let her bear it long without some 
distraction, and he sent her away to the other 
women, intending to have the Colonel remoyed 
to his own room while she was absent 

She feond them in the library, all weef^ng, all 
moaning, all locking for the worst; there was 
T«ry little t^iacity of hope in this family appa- 
rently, but her quiet entrance roused them into 
something like self-restraint 

•Will he fiye? WiUhe Uve?" cried Katie, 
isspesoitAj ; and she trailed herself on her knees 
to Margaret's feet, and clasping her in her 
arms besought her forgiveness with tears of 
anguish and reoaorse. 

• Oh, I forgive you, Katie. If you have done 
or meant me any wrong, this is not a time to 
nmember it," replied Margaret, releasmg her* 
self hastily. 

2 
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Not a time for her to remember it^ perhaps, 
bat a time when it came home to the guilty mind 
with keenest torture. 

She went to Mrs. Fielding, who lay upon a 
couch, half-lost to sense with her grief, and knelt 
down beside her and kissed her hand. 

'' Oh, save my son, save my son ; my dear son, 
my only son I ^ she kept repeating. 

'' Don't cry so, mother ; I believe God will save 
him for us ; I do, indeed. I feel it in my heart, 
and that makes me strong ; " the earnest faith with 
which Margaret spoke had its effect on alL 

** You are a good woman, Margaret," said the 
Laird ; '^ a dear, good, little woman ; and I think 
God will save my boy, if it be only for yours 
and his mother's prayers. Geraldine, wife, be of 
better heart — while there's life there's hope!" 
and the old father's voice broke over this poor 
shred of comfort — ^the last and least 

Margaret looked round bewildered on all this 
noisy grief, and felt that it was growing infec- 
tious — her own eyes were blind with tears. This 
would not do. If she meant to be of any help 
she must be true to herself, and keep her fears 
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and pains under^ and not let them get the mastery 
over her as they were doing with all the rest 
She began hastily to repeat Mackaye's more 
hopeful opinions. 

*' He will not certify anything because the 
danger is great," said she, quickly. ** He en- 
courages us to hope ; but you must give Rupert 
quite to me to nurse and watch for a time. He 
must not even speak, and Mackaye sees I can 
be quiet, and he will let me be with him." 

" He is my son, let me go too — I toill go I Why 
should I give him up to any one?" said Mrs. 
Fielding, with sudden jealousy. 

She attempted to rise, but fell back faintmg. 
This gave occupation to her daughters ; and while 
they were busied about their mother, Margaret 
fied back to the study, unable to bear the scene 
any longer — swoons, hysterics, helpless prostra- 
tion in sorrow were new to her experience, and 
would have thoroughly unnerved her if she had 
stayed to witness them any longer. Finding 
the study empty, she proceeded to her room, and 
discovered the Colonel there with Mackaye on 
guard. The surgeon having done all he could 
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hr his patient was attending now to his own 
comfbrt He annotmced to Margaret that it was 
90t his intention to leayo the honse that ni^ ; 
and tfais^ while it gave her an assurance of safetjr^ 
showed the view Mackaye himself took cF the 
case^ thongh he said everything to cheer her. 

^I hare made the Colonel understand that 
aknost ererything depends on himself for keeping 
C|tiiet and calm,'' said he, '^ and I have him on my 
side. I can see he intends to live, as there he 
Hes like a log, not moving an eyelash. Now, 
may I trust him to you while I just go and 
fortify the inner man? I'm sure you won^t 
spesk^ or cry, or begin any nonsense : Elspie is 
cdbse by in the dressing-room, if you call her." 

No drcumstances would Mackaye have coo* 
sidered strong enough to render his whiskey 
toddy a dangerous indulgence, so after seeing ibe 
Laird, and telling him all the &vourable pomts 
of his patient's case, he betook himself to the 
housekeeper's room and there smoked his pipe, 
listening contemptuously to the efforts that were 
being made by the servants to get at the root 
of the accident 
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Explain it as ye will, ye can't explain it 
away, I 'm thinking," said he, between two pnffii ; 
'^ accidents are accidents — ^and if this neat splinter 
had gone jnst a wee, wee bit further, it's Black 
Jeanie you might have had smoking her pipe 
here instead of me." 

The surgeon had a little moseiim at home of 
which lihis splinter was destined to form another 
curiosity; and Black Jeanie was — eyerybody 
knew who black Jeanie was — she always came 
in the wake of Death. Then the servants 
whispered about Margaret, and some of the 
women thought it strange she had not screamed 
like the rest, and said she bore it amazingly—- 
they wondered how. 

'^ She bears it as the blessed saints and martyrs 
bore their pains," gurgled Jaques, who was 
crying in a comer; *'but I'm sure if he dies 
she won't be long after him. I knew some 
misfortune would come of the rainy marriage 
day; they'll never see Mirkdale again either of 
them." 

" They 're not thinking of dying or anything 
so daft," growled Mackaye; ''and for that 
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pretty speech of yours I warn you not to come 
near your mistress to-night; d'ye hear? If 
you could look in at her now, I dare wager 
my haill fortune she is standing by him, holding 
his hand and smiling and purring over him as 
if he was a baby, although she knows that, at 
almost any minute, he might just shiver and 
look startled and give up the ghost — I'm not 
sure it won't be so yet; but he'll give himself 
a chance and she '11 give him a chance too — 
the bravest little woman I've seen for many 
a day. Some of the sex weep in their hearts, 
and that's a bad disease to cure; but when it 
overflows naturally at their eyes I have every 
hope for them that they'll get over it. 
Mistress Alison, a wee drop more of that 
nectar." 

** She is a very grand young lady," observed 
the housekeeper; "but I like to show one 
feels myself— or else what is the use of feel- 
ing? " 

Mackaye puffed his pipe in silence until 
it was puffed out, and then with a promise to 
repeat the dose of steaming toddy before bed- 
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time, he betook himself again to the presence 
of his patient Margaret was occupied much 
as he supposed, but in obedience to his orders, 
there had been no talking, and the Colonel looked 
half asleep or unconscious, being thoroughly ex- 
hausted. 

'^This is beautiful; Elspie herself is not a 
better nurse," said Mackaye: ''and as you 
have proved yourself trustworthy, I shall leave 
him to you and the old woman for the fore part 
of the night, and relieve you at ten o'clock when 
you will have had as much watching as will 
be good for you. Keep the outer door locked, 
and let nobody in." And Mackaye, having 
administered some reviving draught, retired into 
the adjoining dressing-room, where the combined 
influences of toddy and an easy chair and con- 
science soon lulled him into a quiet sleep. 

The grea^ house was very still after all 
the fright, hurry, and bustle had subsided — 
awfully still to Margaret as she sat by the bedside, 
her hand lying in her husband's nerveless clasp. 
Sometimes his eyes opened, looked at her with- 
out seeing her and closed again, but hers never 



2$ SYLVAH HOLT'S DAUGHTER. 

h& luf hee; it had a deathly Icxk in its oold 
foUor^ with die bkck moiistache lying over 
^ mradi^ and the dark waved liair scattered 
im tb^ piDofr* She codid not help tUnk- 
i»^ Cff the cruel things that might hapfien^ if 
iimt wan eye never answered hers again; if 
tliat he€ only changed from its dull calm to 
lim perfect calm of death; if tiiat noble heart 
n^er revived to her love; if fliose passionate 
lip« were for ever silent; if— *all the i& that 
beset every great uncertainty of human life and 
human love I 

majne sat at the bedfix)t5 gently rocking herself 
and staring at the fire. She was old^ and she 
had seen many die, young, and old, and middle 
aged; but she was very sad for Rupert — she 
wcmld have laid down her life for his; she did 
not like to see the ghastly visage, with the hue 
but not the repose of death, or ^ slight rise 
and £Edl of the bedclothes above his broad chest ; 
and she did not like to see the beautiful young 
wife smoothing the streaked locks from the 
damp brow or laying her lips upon the pallid 
hand, and so she kept her back to the tragedy. 
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and thoaght of the old long ago when he was 
a bit of a boj,and rode on her back, and tyrannized 
over her, and loved her as he would never love 
her agam — loved her as if she were his mother, 
until, at last, she too, fell asleep. 

But Margaret watched on; it seemed as if 
she and silencQ and Death had the vigil to 
themselves. The storm of the daj time had 
gone down at dark, and the night was peacefuL 
The ticking of her watch upon the table was 
almost obtrusive in the hush. She heard nothing 
else but that for a long while, and then her 
husband spoke — a name was all he said, ^ Fran- 
ces I " but Ekpie roused up and came suddenly 
to Margaret's side, and seeing her dilated eyes, 
she bade her not be afraid ; ''He 11 be light-headed 
at whiles," explained she ; ^ they always are ; but 
you must not heed what he says. What's he 
saying now ? — ^ Frances I ' Aye, fhey mostlings run 
back to young times when they are in this strait 
'Frances' — ^he'll remember her oft; aye, aye, 
Frances I'" and old Elspie sighed profbundly, but 
Margaret only bowed her fiice down upon her 
husband's unconscious hand and prayed. 
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At the hour he had named old Mackaye came 
in from the dressing-room, where the Laird had 
been with him for two hours back, and he would 
not hear of allowing Margaret to watch all night, 
as she desired most earnestly to do. 

^' You must save yourself until you can really 
be of use to him,^ said the wily surgeon; "at 
present he does not know you from Elspie, but 
by-and-by he will be troublesome enough, and 
perhaps won't let you out of sight for five 
minutes in the twenty-four hours." 

" Come with me, Margaret ; let me take you 
to your mother and sisters," interposed the Laird, 
who had stealthily approached the bed ; " you see 
he is sleeping — ^my poor boy, my poor boy 1 " 

"Allow me," said Mackaye, and he gently 
guided Margaret to the door; "we cannot do 
with any excitement, it is dangerous ; " and the 
Laird found himself with his daughter-in-law 
standing in the passage, with the door closed and 
locked behind them. 

Jaques had been hovering about for some time 
in the hope that her mistress would come out, 
for she did not dare disobey the grim doctor's 
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positive commands and seek her where he was, 
but as soon as she appeared she ran towards her, 
and essayed to pour forth her sympathy and 
condolences, which Elspie overhearing issued forth 
and suppressed them. 

"Gang your ways, and tell Albon to brew 
Mackaye's nightcap, ye silly body, and send 
Sandy wi'it here," said she, angrily. And as 
Jaques departed, the old nurse opened the door 
of a room adjoining that in which the Colonel 
lay, and told Margaret that it had been prepared 
for her. *' An' see, there 's a door by the bed,** 
added she, pointing to one of communication 
between the apartments ; " I '11 set that an inch 
ajar, an' 1 11 come in and whisper to you how 
he is through the night, wi' out Mackaye being 
ony the wiser. You 're not a washy bairn, but a 
real brave woman, an' I'm not afraid of you 
burstin' in and frightenin' yourself for naught" 

But before Margaret took possession of her 
new quarters, she accompanied the Laird to the 
drawing-room, where were Mrs. Fielding, Katie, 
and Cecy. They had cried themselves into an 
apathetic stupor apparently, and sat huddled near 
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the fire silent and melancholy. The tea which 
had been brought in an hour before stood tm- 
touched upon the table^ and at the sight of it, 
Margaret remembered that she had tasted nothing 
since luncheon^ and pouring out a cupful of the 
cold overdrawn beverage she drank it with 
avidity. Then she ate some bread, tor the 
doctor's warning of the tax that would be laid 
upon her strength hereafiter apprised her of the 
need and duty of maintaining it Her example 
roused the others and they joined her ; dinner 
had been sent away untasted, and to their natural 
anxiety and depression of mind was added the 
physical depression of faintness from lack of food. 
The needed refreshment rallied them, and they 
began to talk out the fears which had till then 
been weighing down their hearts in secret, and 
even from that sad talk a certain cheerfrdness and 
hope were gradually developed. 

'' Has he spoken yet? " Elatie asked, eagerly. 

Margaret made answer that Mackaye had in- 
terdicted all talking: he could not bring her 
lips to repeat the one word he had uttered, it 
had smote her so sharply. When the tea-things 
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were taken away the household came in to 
prayers — and a grave, holy calm for the time 
aupwseded the moomfiil sadness. When that 
decent religious rule was over, Margaret was 
eager to return upstairs. Mrs. Fielding had 
ahnost recovered her gentle self-suppression, and 
instead of letting Margaret say good-night to her, 
as she had done to Katie and Gecy, she would 
accompany her to her room. 

^'I must see him, I must see him before I 
sleep — I will be as still as I am now," pleaded 
she, earnestly. Margaret prepared her as well 
as she could for the change in his face. '^ Ah, 
my love, I have looked on two of my dead sons, 
and he lives," was the reply. 

Hearing footsteps Elspie came out to them and 
listened to her mistress's desire, but prevailed on 
her to wait till the morning. 

*' He is in a sleep the now an' it may be life 
or death to him," said the old woman; ''when 
he wakens up I '11 call ye both ; till then bide ye 
together here, an' try to sleep too; it'll comfort 
your hearts weel." 

It was a cunning device of Elspie to leave them 
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to each other's care; they lay down together, 
and talked, and watched the thin thread of light 
that slipped by the door until, as the long hours 
went on, kind nature's restorer came, and with 
heavy sleep nerved them to the morrow's patience 
and endurance. 
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CHAPTER III. 



CONVALESCENCE. 



To-morrow became to-day, many to-morrows 
became to-day and lapsed into yesterday and 
the for-ever-past, while Colonel Fielding still 
struggled at close grip with death. His young 
wife had every reason to remember the early 
time of her marriage as the saddest time in 
all her life ; yet its trials and sufferings developed 
the reserved strength and loveliness of her 
character while they purified her heart Through 
those tedious days and nights of lingering pain 
and fear, lightened but seldom by hope, her 
patient presence was a perpetual comfort Her 
physical endurance astonished every one ; sleep 
kept aloof from her, yet she never complained 
of weariness or showed herself unequal to what- 
ever was required of her. As nurse and watcher, 
she had superseded every one; Mackaye gave 
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her his entire confidence, and landed her as 
if she were one of those noble matrons of former 
days, whose epitaphs history has written in 
letters of gold. To see how she maintained her 
qniet cheerfulness was a lesson ; she had always 
a smile for Rupert, always a pleasant word for 
the worn-out, sorrowed group downstairs. Cecy 
once asked her how she snjqported heradf so 
calmly, and Margaret, with a beautiM Uuah 
told her — 

^^ You know, Cecy," said she, ^' that I am going 
to have a little baby : I should not like to 
bring Btqpert a cross, firetful son, and so I 
try to be always quiet and good. Elspie tdd 
me that he would take his temper from me^ 
and I want it to be a fine one like his dear 
dear father's. And besides, love, I look to the 
bright side, and think of the day when Rupert 
will be restored. I think you are not hopeful 
enougL" 

It was hard for her to be hopeftd, too, some- 
times in the presence of her husband's alternate 
suffisring and prostration; but whenever she felt 
her courage &iling or her firmness giving way. 
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she sooght the renewal of them an her knees. 
Often in the qoiet night the Colonel would 
wake out of his restless sleep to see her pray- 
ing beside him. There were other wakings^ too, 
besides these, when the fever burnt in his yeins 
and his tongue *' babbled of green fields," and 
old visions of long ago revisited him in the night 
watches. 

'^Frances, Frances!" was the haunting voice 
of most of them. He was with her in Bransby 
wood — ^in the children's study — then he was 
in India, marching, fighting, retreating. 

One evening, when Margaret was alone with 
him, the delirious fever ran very high, and his 
wild excitement was painful to witness. 

« Remember you have promised me, Frances,'* 
he began; "if you break your promise I'll 
haunt you to your djing day," and he laughed, 
thai dropped his voice ; ^ my dear love, I shall 
haunt you whether or no, we can never change, 
sweet; when I am in India your spirit will 
come to me, mine will fly to you. How the 
sunl)urns I Frances is married, she has forgotten 
our love; no, I defy her to forget it; if I had 
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any other wife but her should I forget her? 
Margaret is a child^ she is very beautiful ; but 
Frances was the love of my youth, the love 
of my youth I Let me creep into the shadow, 
and remember her. Frances, Frances, I want 
you; come to me, I am dying. How these 
cool palmtrees wave I — what a fiery torrent I 
Sandy, where is my rifle; I am going tiger- 
hunting with some fellows of ours. You won't 
come, you 're a coward I See, he has sprung 
upon the horse's flank — they are down! That 
was a good shot and saved us. Frances, are 
you listening? Do you remember when I scratched 
your name and mine on the school-room window ? 
You sent me the ring back ; yes, I keep it in 
my desk now with a lock of your hair. I scored 
out the names in Bransby Wood lest Margaret 
should see them; that child wanders every- 
where. She is an innocent creature; and she 
is very fond of me ; of course, I love her. We 
were never to marry, Frances: I thought she 
was like you; her eyes are deep blue, violet 
blue, sometimes when she is grieved they look 
black ; her eyes remind me of yours ; they are 
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very pure and sweet ; I love to watch them. She 
is very pleasant and refreshing to me ; I shall 
make her happy. I could not give her up now 
for worlds. Katie hates her. Poor Margaret^ come 
to me, my child, I love you best of all now ; let 
me fold you in my heart, my beautiful, my love I " 

And Margaret, who had shrunk behind the 
curtains, came out and bathed his forehead and 
moistened his parched lips, and stood by him 
holding his fevered left hand in hers until the 
access of delirium passed and left him to white 
exhaustion and conscious pain. 

But if the remembrance of Frances haunted 
his dreams, when he was himself, he only cared 
to have Margaret in sight : his father, his 
mother and sisters came to him by relays, but 
he always turned to Margaret with a keener 
look of satisfaction than greeted them. 

" I suppose I talk wildly now and then," he said 
one day; *'if I am very, absurd, you must appeal 
from Philip drunk to Philip sober, and not mind 
what I say in my fever. Elspie has lectured me 
for talking about Frances; I believe she has 
troubled me a good deal." 
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Margaret smiled. ^You haye told me manj 
secrets, Rupert," replied she; ^bnt I am not 
oyerbordened iiierebj; here is a letter ihat came 
to me firom Frances three days ago. If jou are 
silent and qniet, I will read it to yon." 

^Ohl yes, read it — ^ and he lay very still 
and breathless, watching her face intently. He 
thought it lovelier, dearer than ever, while Mar- 
garet slowly unfolded the Ml sheet of black- 
edged note paper and began as follows. 

'' My deab Maboaset, 
i have heard of your trouble at Manse- 
lands with deep, deep sympathy; and I know 
your heart will not recoil from such poor ex- 
pression of it as I can give. My prayers ar» 
with you day and night. May the merciiul God 
preserve your husband to your love for many 
many years of happy life. There is nothing 
so cruel as parting with our dear ones ; you, in 
the blossom of life, have not tasted this bitterness, 
and God spare you firom it now. Katie writes 
to me in heavy depression. If you could spend 
one precious moment for me to tell me how he is 
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I would be so thankful — for, Margaret, once I 
loved lum> too; we were firiends^ and I have a 
feitlifiil lingering affection left for him after the 
many years that we have been strangers. Tou 
will not grudge me this? In the generous plenti- 
tude of his Ioto for you, perhaps he even yet 
recollects when he loved me. I have had many 
troubles, Margaret; you are young and beloved> 
I am worn down and alone; if it seems to you 
liiat I ought not to recal the past, pity me. I 
crave lor a word from you of him. I am at 
Riverscourt with my mother, since it has pleased 
God to take my husband from me. This place 
recals my girlhood; sometimes for half an hour 
I am young again, but ance Elatie's letter my 
heart aches with cruel suspense. I see in my 
drives the workmen going on with the prepara- 
laons at Abbeymeads &r ypur reception. I 
thought to have had you alr^uiy settled here; 
and I have pleased my imagination by picturing 
myself your friend as well as your neighbour — 
you will let me be your friend will you not?** 

^ Stay, Margaret, what was that? Read it over 
again," said the CJolonel. In contemplating her 
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sweet beauty, and revelliDg in the soft tones of 
her voice, he had lost the sense of what she was 
reading. She repeated the last few lines, and 
then ended and folded up the paper. 

'' Let me look at it, Margaret Ah I the hand 
is changed — ^poor Frances! I feel better to-day, 
dearest, I am crawling back slowly to healtL I 
have no more pain, only this terrible weakness. 
What says Mackaye?'* 

'^ He says he shall make you over to me again 
next week if you progress as you ought to do. 
Now, Rupert, it is time for your jelly." 

That happy stage had arrived when the grim 
patient was always either eating or hungry: and 
how Margaret delighted to feed him and call him 
" Wolf." If it was not jelly time, it was time for 
chicken, or broth, or tea, or toast and water, or 
gruel or sago, or pome of the meek steps towards 
convalescence and strong meat. The Colonel 
was getting well. 

"Did you answer Frances's letter?" asked 
he, following with his eye the retiring glass in 
Margaret's hand, as if he were longing to see it 
approach full instead of going away empty. 
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"Yes, of course I did; and I am going to 
write again to-day, when you are asleep. What 
are you watching the door for so anxiously ? " 

''I thought I heard Elspie coming along the 
passage with my chicken; you must not let 
Mackaye starve me." 

Margaret laughed : ^' He says^ I let you eat 
too much as it is, and you will have the fever 
again if I do ; play at patience a little bit" 

"I am very hungry !" was the pathetic reply 
*'How long have I lain here, Margaret? Sit 
down and talk to me." 

"Seven and twenty days and seven and 
twenty nights — a weary while, my love, but soon 
you will be as well as ever again. What a skele- 
ton hand ! It is weaker than mine. Rupert, you 
have no idea what a grim ghost you look ! Would 
you like to have a peep at yourself in the 
glass ? " 

" Am I so very frightful ? " 

'• Very " then fearing she had let her glad- 
ness run away with her into speaking what he 
might take mikindly, she added, " but I admire 
such an awful countenance, it is Jove like ! I am 
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not disenchanted yet Oh! Bnpert, I am so 
happy again." 

'^ I can see myself in your eyefr— -dear eyes I 
Margaret, I think yon look pale ; you hare been 
shedding yonr roses over me. The snn is shining, 
it is a fine day ; I command you to go out and 
gather some fresh ones. Here ia Elspie and the 
chicken." 

Margaret laughed at the fervour with which he 
greeted his dinner, and teased him as she cut it up, 
while Elspie stood by, and once or twicabade him 
not eat so fast ^^ Wait till you have had a fefrer 
burning up your strength, Elspie, and then talk." 
When the bones were being carried off he 
resigned himself to another interval of hunger, 
but he had not forgotten his commands to his 
wife. ^ Go out for an hour in the park," said he, 
** and bring back as much of the freshness and 
brightness of the day as you can^ — I will have my 
mother up while you are gone. Ah I impatient 
one, don't they all love you now ? " 

''Yes, Rupert, but we had to see you half 
kflled first Tell me how the accident happened, 
if you can. Do you remember ? " 
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a 



Not diBtmctlj : I saw the old gun lying on the 
table and took it np— «nd the next thing was 
Mackay e clawing me*" 

Margaret shuddered: ^'We won't talk abont 
it — I have you safe again^ Rupert" 

^ Do you know ^what my father said of you 
yesterday? He came in rubbing his hands as 
hBL always does when he is [pleased, and cried 
out to my mother 'Our bride is the best, tibe 
best and the bonniest I' He had been to see 
young Jem Erskine and his new wife, you 
know." 

Margaret knew that Jem Erskine had married 
a girl who, in point of family and connections, 
was all that could be desired. ^' The Laird has 
beeon very^ kind to me," said she, humbly, ''I 
do think they all like me now, and I am glad 
of it" 

^'Like you: tibey r^ard you as an angel of 
goodness and strengtL Go for your walk; 
I want to hear my mother praise you again." 

Margaret looked out at the clear February 
sunshine^ and as Mrs Fielding arrived just at 
the moment she allowed herself to be prevailed 
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on to leave her husband for the first time. Cecy 
joined her^ and the Laird insisted on giving her 
his arm : the confinement to the house had ^one 
her no harm^ and half an hour's fresh air brought 
back the bloom to her face. 

When she went up to him again^ the Colonel 
cried out with admiration and pleasure^ "Come 
and sit by me that I may refresh my eyes with 
your beauty, my pretty Caprice!" And at 
hearing her pet name again she brightened more 
and more. Mrs. Fielding sat by the fire, and 
after a little whispering between her son and 
Margaret there was silence in the room. Presently 
Elspie came in with one of the convalescent's 
many refreshments, but he bade her put it down 
and hush — ^his wife had dropped her head upon 
the pillow near him and fallen asleep. 

" It is the air, sweet lady ! she has not slept an 
hour at a time all the while you've lain there, an 
she must be deid for want o' natural rest," replied 
the old nurse : " foul fa- the hand that plants a 
thorn in her kind heart !" 

Margaret never did any thing by halves ; so now, 
sleep having asserted itself, she slept without 
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wakening till far into the night. She had got 
Rupert's left hand clasped in hers and lying under 
her cheek, his right being still out of service, and 
when he gently tried to release it to help himself 
to more jelly or tea or sago, she held it the closer 
until he was obliged to decline the longed for 
sustenance. Elspie saw how it was. ''Come, 
don't be proud, open your mouth," said she, 
grinning ; " this is not the first time I've fed you, 
and we must not wake that dear, blessed bairn." 

The Colonel complied, and it was on the third 
repetition of this ridiculous scene that Margaret 
at last opened her eyes. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

LAST DAYS AT MANSELAKDS. 

The early days of Colonel Fielding's conya* 
lescence were marked first by the arrival from 
abroad of his sister^ Geraldine^ and her husband 
Sir Alexander Stuart; and next by the marriage of 
Amy and Captain Knox^ which had been deferred a 
week on account of his illness^ but which could now 
be put off no longer^ as Captain Knox's leave expired 
within the month. It was an occasion of double re- 
joicing, for on that day Colonel Fielding was allowed 
to rejoin his family circle for the first time since 
his accident; and the wedding itself was as different 
as possible from the scene that had taken place at 
Wildwood when Margaret and he were married so 
short a while before. All the kinsfolk on either 
side were assembled to do it honour^ and in every 
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respect it passed off as such an event should da 
There was ardent affection and true esteem 
between Amy and her husband, and a perfect 
satisfaction and cordiality between the frienda 
' and relatives; but as nothing of human happiQess 
ever yet lacked its flaw, there was a flaw here in 
the certainty that the two who were now uniting 
their fates for better, for worse, were to be parted 
fer so many years from all but each other. This 
circumstance was not, however, sufBsred to intrude 
itself on the enjoyment of the guests less intimately 
concerned. The ceremony took place in the 
Manselands drawing-room towards evening, and 
after the bride had been kissed and blessed abund- 
antly, and made over, at last, with not too many 
tears, to the safe keepmg of Captain Knox, every 
body else sat down to a state dimier, which was 
succeeded by a ball that afforded Margaret, though 
only an onlooker, far more pleieure than that 
which had celebrated her own arrival at her 
husband's home. She had him beside her safe 
who was so nearly lost, and her own claim to 
love and honour was grateftilly acknowledged by 
those who had been the readiest to deny it 
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Mrs. Fielding regarded her with extreme tender- 
ness, and Katie's haughty/esentful pride and dislike 
had given place to respect and humble loving 

admiration. 

"No one can resist my pretty Caprice,'' the 
Colonel used to say at this period, with pardonable 
and evident self-satisfaction. We all conspire to 
crown her queen of hearts ? " 

One more public appearance Margaret was 
destined to make amongst her husband's kindred, 
and then to leave them. This appearance was at 
llowanbank, when Phemie Blunte bestowed her 
warm heart, her mental vivacity, and her plain 
person on her cousin Jem Elliot This marriage 
was celebrated ten days after Amy's, and then, 
Mackaye having pronounced the Colonel sound 
enough and strong enough to undertake the jour- 
ney, he proclaimed his intention of leaving Manse- 
lands the following week, stopping at Wild- 
wood for a short rest, and then proceeding home to 
Abbeymeads. 

This announcement raised a great outcry of 
expostulation in the family conclave. Mrs. 
Fielding remonstrated against Margaret's being 
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carried off, just when they were all learning to 
love and value her as she deserved. Cecy said she 
could not do without her; the Laird protested 
that it was all nonsense ; and Katie^ who said 
nothing, felt as if, when Margaret went, all the 
frozen coldness she had thawed would gather around 
her again. But Colonel Fielding stood firm, and 
Margaret could not honestly plead against his 
decree. She longed to see her father again, for 
his frequent letters betrayed how lonely he was 
for the want of her; nearly four months had 
elapsed since he had left him — short months to 
her amidst all the excitement and anxiety that 
had filled them, but long, wearily long, to him 
in the dead time of the year with only Jacky and 
the dogs. 

So the day was fixed for their departure, and 
old Elspie, the nurse, at her own request, was- 
allowed to supersede Jaques, who, on her return to 
Mlrkdale, was to resume her attendance on her old 
mistress, Mrs. Joan Clervaux. In the brief in- 
terval everyone strove to do their utmost to show 
their affections for Margaret, and to efface the 
chill impression of the early part of her visit, but 
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still it was with a conscious delight and happiness 
that one Thursday morning she bade them all 
adieu, and entered the carriage which was to bear 
her and her husband back to Wildwood 'ere the 
** morrow's night." 
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CHAPTER V. 



AT WILDWOOD. 



Mabgaret might have been twenty years away 
from WUdwood instead of only a few months, the 
Colonel said, from the enthusiastic delight she 
manifested at the view of each familiar object as 
they approached it Her impatience had made 
them start that morning earlier than they had 
designed, so that they arrived nearly an hour 
sooner than they had said they should in the letter 
sent to announce their coming ; but for all that, 
several miles from the Grange they met Sylvan 
Holt, mounted on Faustus and accompanied by 
Oscar, riding out to meet them on the road* 
Oscar Bet up such an ecstatic bark of welcome 
at the sight of his dear young mistress's face 
looking forth from the carriage window, that he 
quite overpowered whatever the others had to say, 
and all the way home his spirits were so 
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fluctuating^ that he was like a dog going out of 
his wits. Sylvan Holt's grey face looked older, 
paler, greyer than when his daughter left him, but 
he had made an eflEbrt to spruce himself up for her 
reception, and she scarcely observed it in his 
evident satisfaction. " Dear old father," said she, 
smiling brightly ; " we are glad to see each other 
again ; are we not ? " 

It was March, verging to April, and the 
Mirkdale lanes had many a peck of dust, " worth 
a king's ransom," lying upon them, for the first 
idle wind that came that way to whirl and eddy 
about But this afternoon it was still ; the sky 
was blue, the hedges had the purple sheen that 
precedes the bursting of the buds, and the sun was 
shining on the slopes of Litton Fell and Fembro'. 

" Bonnie Mirkdale. Ah ! Rupert, there is no 
place yet so bonnie as Mirkdale I " said Margaret, 
tracing the scene over with loving eye. 

Going through Beckford, Tibbie Ryder issued 
forth from the cottage door and dropped them a 
curtesy; Miss Bell Rowley, who was returning 
from her ride, kissed her hand and looked after 
them curiously; Mrs. Joan Clervaux was at 
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Oakfield gate ; Mrs. Sinclair was on the look-out 
at Mill Cottage — every one seemed ready to 
welcome her back ; as ready to welcome her as 
she was to come. At last^ they whirled ap to the 
Grange porch, and there was Jacky glowing in 
her red wedding gown and cap, waiting to take 
possession of her bairn. The servant was almost 
as exuberant as Oscar, and after expressing her 
feelings with an abandon of kisses, smiles, tears, and 
gasps, that astonished the more courtly Elspie, she 
cried, " Oh 1 bairn, bairn, you have not pined for 
us as we have pined for you 1 " 

** I am sure, Jacky, you are not so selfish as 
to wish that I pined for you; are you?" said 
Margaret, in a laughing tone of reproach. 

^* T' Colonel hasn't, ta'en t' mischief out o' ye 
yet I" rejoined Jacky. "Oh, bairn, I am so 
mazed wi' joy at getting you back,' at I forget 
you're not a bairn any longer, but a real married 
lady ! but you'll forgive puir auld Jacky, I know," 
and, quite unable to control her feelings any 
longer, she rushed into the dairy, seated herself on 
an inverted milk-skeel, and with her apron thrown 
over her head, indulged in a good comfortable 
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cry^ greatly to the self-restrained Elspie's amaze* 
ment. 

Now that Oscar had his mistress in the hall^ he 
seemed to understand that his suiuAune was 
restored to him^ and went to where still lay the 
mand and hat^ as if intimating that he desired her 
to start off with him for a ramble immediately—- 
which Margaret laughingly declined as she entered 
the dear old winter parlour. The familiar room 
had put on a new face. Jacky had induced her 
master to have workmen into the Grange^ and 
they, under Mrs. Joan Cleryaux's instructions, 
had elaborated several apartments, so that if 
Colonel Fielding and his wife were tempted to 
make Wildwood their home for a part of the 
year, which was desirable for Sylvan Hol^s sake, 
neither they nor their servants would lack either 
comfort or convenience. 

There was a crackling fire on the hearth and 
Margaret's beehive chair drawn up to it, and In a 
few minutes the same group was seated round the 
blaze, with Oscar in the midst, >as had gathered 
there on the night before the wedding. Some of 
them could almost have fancied that they had 
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never stirred since then; and yet what a real 
change there was amongst them ! Sylvan Holt's 
satisfaction was qaiet but intense; he repeated 
many^ many times how glad he was to see his 
daughter looking so bright and well; and said 
it did him good — ^more good than all Macmichal's 
prescriptions^ from which unintentional slip of the 
tongue Margaret first learnt that her father had 
been ill iu her absence. He had been very ill ; 
but it was during the anxious time of Colonel 
Fielding's accident^ and he had straitly charged 
Mrs. Joan Clervaux that she should not allude to 
his condition in her letters^ for Margaret could not 
have come to him, and she had already weight 
enough of care on her mind, without having it 
added to by the knowledge of his then dangerous 
state. Jacky had been a faithful and assiduous 
nurse, and Macmichal had brought him through 
most skillfully, he now told her, and he had 
regained his normal health; but one intimation 
the doctor had given him, he chose to keep from 
her — ^namely, that he laboured under a disease of 
the heart which usually terminated life suddenly ; 
and the anxious expression of his countenance, and 
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its livid tint, did not betray his secret to her, 
for she regarded them ai the traces of the illness 
through which he had already passed. 

The old winter parlour looked so pleasant 
and natural to Margaret that night, that she 
could almost have found it in her heart to wish 
they were going to stay there always, and to 
be quietly Ijappy and united as they had been 
before her marriage, instead of journeying away 
to a strange home at Abbeymeads; but she 
did not say so, well knowing how little such 
rustic isolation would accord with the Colonel's 
tastes. But she was glad to hear her father 
propose that they should come to Wildwood 
for the shooting season every year, to which 
her husband acceded; and then she ventured 
to hope that he would summon courage to 
visit them at Abbeymeads. Sylvan Holt's mouth 
twitched nervously at this suggestion, but he 
said he would not pledge himself to anything; 
he had long since regarded himself as a fixture 
at Wildwood for the rest of his days. 

On the following morning Mrs. Joan Clervanx 
came up to the Grange, eager for a sight of 
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her favourite; and from her Margaret heard 
many touchmg j^rticolars respecting her father. 
To herself he had never once named his loneli- 
ness^ but Mrs. Joan told her that he had felt 
so lost for want of her that never a day had 
passed^ /while he was able to do it^ that he had 
not found his way down to Oakfield on one 
plea or another — but chiefly that he might 
exhibit a letter or ask if Mrs. Joan had received 
one, or, failing that, to talk about her. 

"The announcement of your coming rallied 
his health and spirits immediately," added the 
old" lady ; ** you must prolong your visit now, 
come over as often as you can, and induce him 
to travel after you to Abbeymeads." 

Margaret saw that Mrs. Joan had an anxiety 
about her father the root of which was a mystery 
to her, but her questions were gently evaded 
or set aside, and seeing him more cheerful than 
was habitual with him she did not allow it to 
dwell on her mind. 

By that day's post Mrs. Joan had received a 
long letter from Martin Carew, which, before 
she left^ she gave to Margaret to read. Martin 
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said in it^ with evident glee at his good-luck^ 
that his regiment was one of ^ose ordered to 
the scene of the war in the north-west of India^ 
and that at last he was going to have a taste 
of actual service. Mrs. Joan was sanguine about 
him^ and expressed it as her belief that he 
would do well and bravely. There were many 
kind messages to Margaret^ of whose marriage 
he was ignorant at the time of writing> and 
his aunt secretly but devoutly wished that he 
might not hear of it until after the struggle he 
referred to was over; not that she feared it 
would damp his enthusiasm or unnerve his brave 
young arm, but she did think it would make 
him more rash and reckless in the presence of 
danger. 

When this subject was dismissed^ there was 
some allusion to the death of Mrs. Grant JBbonil- 
ton^ and Mrs« Joan gatibeired from./ Margaret's 
observations^thatCSolonel Fieldingfs £bniifir jittaeb* 
ment to his widow was no Longer a awriat tp 
her. It did not require any great peoiltii^^Son 
on the old lady's part to discover eitibdor^Mlf 
uncordial reception her favourite had met 'wifll 
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from some of the Manselands family^ or the roTO^ 
Intion which the common sorrow on her hosband's 
account had afterwards wrought in their feeling 
towards her^ and though^ perhaps^ a little touched 
in her pride^ she could not be very sorry to find 
that no one had superseded her in Gipsy's 
affections. 

Colonel Fielding had not meditated more than 
a week's stay at Wildwood at this season^ but 
under Margaret's gentle prevailings the week 
grew into a fortnight^ and the fortnight into 
three weeks^ and thf ee weeks to a months and 
they were still there^ and still disinclined to 
move— but at last he said, resolutely — 

''Margaret, as soon as your birthday is past 
we go," and she made no further objection, for 
her father now seemed as well or better than 
she ever remembered to have known him. 

So, one brilliant May morning the travelling 
carriage came to the Grange door again; and 
while Jacky observed, with a woeful aflBronted air, 
that it seeiiied as if they had only just come and 
were glad to run away again. Sylvan Holt bade 
his daughter goodbye, shook his son-in-law by 
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the hand; and turned back once more to his 
solitary fireside; Oscar bounded away down 
the hill after the carriage^ and being discovered 
at the end of the first stage^ sitting meek and 
panting on the pavement in front of the Old Horn 
at Middlemoor^ where they had stopped to change 
horses^ Margaret was so touched by his afiec- 
tionate fidelity that she would have him taken 
up to accompany her to Abbeymeads. 

When Sylvan Holt sought him round the 
Grange at twilight to come in and bear him 
company, Jacky told him how it was, " I saw 
him loupin' away after his mistress," said she; 
" it wasn't like he wad bide wi' us after she was 
gone. Ehl master, but its dowly wi'out her, 
an' that Scotch dame has been an' left a lot o' 
her bits o' bukies ahint — bukies she read in 
night an' mom. See, master, they'r fu' o' her 
marks. Here 's t' Holy Bible — I suld like to get a 
read at it mysel, if I could. There 's many a say- 
ing in it she had the mischief to shoot out at me, 
when I telt her she was a heretic, as the auld 
priest used to say you all was. She 'd read out 
of it sometimes — Elspie was a scholard too — she 
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read her Bible. Sal I leave it wi' you, master? 
She *s been main fond o' writing upo' t' edges ; I 
don't mind o' seeing her do it afore she was 
married : I wish I could mak it all out" And 
Jacky turned the worn little purple volume up 
and down, and over and over, remarking that it 
had been *'well thmnbed i' some parts." Sylvan 
Holt took it from her hand, and read some of the 
marginal inscriptions which, from the dates at- 
tached, had been written while Colonel Fielding 
lay ill. Jacky seemed rather disappointed that 
he did not inform her what they were, but when 
he laid the volume aside and fell into an absent 
mood, she placed the others beside it and left 
him. 

The night was long and he was alone, and pre- 
sently he was fingering the old book which 
Margaret had used ever since she was a child : 
Mrs. Joan Clervaux had given it to hen He 
thought he would just see what were her favourite 
passages : it was like having her to talk to him. 
It was many a year, perhaps half his life, since 
he had opened a Bible on his own account, and 
he remembered very little about it He had 
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not entered a church since soon after Margaret 
was bom ; Mirkdale said he was an atheist But 
he was not He did believe in 6od> and 
Heaven and Hell^ much as ninety-nine men out 
of every hundred believe, but he realized them 
no more than they; add along with all other 
decent plausibilities, he had put off the pretence 
of a religion which did not move any feeling of 
his being. 

When he had looked at, his daughter's notes 
and referred to certain passages indicated by 
chapter and verse, he put the book on the table, 
thinking that he would make a parcel of it and 
the others on the morrow, and send them after 
her to Abbeymeads ; and having decided on this, 
he presently found himself looking it through 
again, and lighting on the 130th Psalm, he read it 
from beginning to end. It was a revival of his 
memory: he remembered hearing that Psalm 
long years ago, when it had been read in the 
daily prayers at his father's house. Jacky came 
in again with supper, and he was still conning 
it over. 

'* If thou. Lord, shouldst mark iniquities. Oh, 
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Lord^ who shall stand?" he said half-aloud; then 
looking up at Jacky, he added^ " We will send 
Margaret her books : she will miss them^ perhaps^ 
as they are what she is used to." 

" Nay, they 're worth more to you than her/' 
replied the servant; "keep 'em, master, an' read 
in 'em yourself; there 's grand words in 'em. I 
mind of her reading out once — ^ Set thy house 
in order, for thou shalt die and not live!' maybe 
it was for a warning to me : I'm older than I 
was, an* you are too, master : keep 'em, I say,'^ 
and the books were kept 
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CHAPTER VI. 



GOING HOME. 



Thebe ma8t always be a charm to a young wife 
in the first gomg home to the house where her 
future life as mistress^ wife, and mother, is to be 
henceforward cast It is a new beginning of life, 
as it were, with new surroundings, new hopes, 
new friends, new interests, and new duties — ^with 
a new support and a new love, infinitely beautiftil 
and infinitely precious, but, as yet, unproved 
by the wear and tear of years of daily use. Mar- 
garet was sorry to leave Wildwood and her 
beloved father, but she was glad to go liome with 
her husband, who would there be altogether hers, 
and she altogether his ; a feeling of perfect and 
undisputed possession which had never been quite 
realized at the Grange or at Manselands, but 
which came true when they were settled under 
their own roof. 



GOING HOME. 65 

Abbejmeads was a beautiful old place^ situated 
in the midst of a richly cultiyated5 luxuriant 
country; and^ as it had for several generations been 
the favourite residence of the wealthy Holt family, 
it Jacked nothing of internal or external embel- 
lishment which taste could suggest or money 
command. During the many years that it had 
stood empty, Mr. Meddowes had had the charge 
of it ; and he, partly from pride in the place itself, 
and partly from a hope which he never quite 
abandoned, that Sylvan Holt would yet return to 
live there, had kept it in such perfect order, that 
when it was arranged for Margaret and Colonel 
Fielding to make it their residence, little besides 
engaging a staiF of fit servants required to be 
done. Sylvan Holt relinquished all right in his 
own possessions from the day of his daughter's 
marriage, and insisted that she and her husband 
should enter upon, the enjoyment of them as 
independently as if he were already dead. The 
sumptuous family plate was disinterred from the 
cellar of the Bank in the county town, where it 
had lain for security during sixteen years, the 
long empty stables wQre re-occupied, and a body 
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of carefiilly chosen servants was sent from London 
by Mr. Meddowes, so that when Colonel Fielding 
and his yonng wife arrived they had only to 
take possession of a completely mounted establish- 
ment 

Margaret; not nnnaturally^ was at first rather 
shy of her new position and rather embarrassed in 
it, but very soon she was relieved of all care and 
trouble touching the administration of her house- 
hold rule, by finding that, while she was nonunally 
queen regnant, Mrs. Brookes, as prime minister or 
housekeeper, exercised the active sovereignty in 
detail over the extensive female department, while 
Sandford, the respectable middle-aged butler, 
swayed the household generally, and Elspie,'by 
some mysterious superiority of mind and manner, 
elected herself as surveillant over them. In point 
of fact she was as free as at Wildwood, with 
Jacky sole arbitress of everything,'"Jbut her 
personal luxuries were increased a hundred fold; 
and Margaret, as we have said before, being a 
true Sybarite at heart, revelled in the rich 
appliances of wealth and enjoyment with which 
she found herself environed. 
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Mayblossom was in a stall of the handsome 
stables^ and next to her was a beautifdl Spanish 
jennet^ a gift to his wife from Colonel Fielding ; 
there were four dappled grey horses for her 
carriage when she made state calls at a distance^ 
and a pair of long-tailed cream coloured ponies 
which she drove in an elegant^ low phaeton^ just 
large enough to contain herself and one other 
person. We mention these first, knowing that it 
was in her horses that Margaret's soul would 
chiefly delight, but there were other mighty 
changes to try the moral metal of Sylvan Holt's 
wild young daughter, and it is generally allowed 
that the test of prosperity is harder than that of 
adversity. 

In place of the summer and winter parlours at 
the Grange, so simply and scantly furnished, and 
her old bedroom with its panelled walls and 
simple white draperies, she had suites of lofty 
large rooms decorated with every luxury of art 
and taste -* pictures, sculpture, rare old china, 
embroidered curtains, and carpets so rich and sofb 
that they deadened every footstep. The Colonely 
who from his youth upwards had been accustomed 
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to all these signs of wealthy and whom an interval 
of camp life had made utterly indifferent to them, 
was amused at the new development of her 
simplicity and rather surprised by it. 

For a little while there seemed a danger that 
she might sink into the lapt softness, which 
suggested those proud words of selfish ease — 
^' Soul, thou hast much goods laid up for many 
years, eat, drink, and be merry!" She was 
fenced about with all that human heart could 
desire. Love, which was only not idolatry, 
luxury, beauty — everytliing which could minister 
to a keen taste for pleasure — a taste which came 
fresh to the banquet and brought * the zest of 
youth, inexperience, and innocence. But the 
danger was not long — the hardihood of her 
training came to her rescue; nature is strong, 
but habit, in many cases, is stronger. For a 
few weeks she luxuriated in indolent enjoyment, 
Tsib petted sultana could have been more pampered 
or indulged; whatever she wished to do she 
did ; whatever she cared not to do was left undone. 
She received a few visitors, and made a few 
calls; she drove out with the Colonel, wrote 
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freqaent letters to her fiftthcr, talked to Oscar, 
who was still and always first canine favourite, 
and dreamed ^ough a vast number of romances. 
Perhaps many women of rank lead similar lives — 
It Is their apparent mission to enjoy an indolent 
ease, and accordingly they accommodate them-^ 
selves to It body, soul, and spirit The Colonel 
evidently saw nothing strange enough in It 
to call for remonstrance ; or If he did, he attributed 
It to a languor consequent on her state of health ; 
he even approved her tranquil, beautiful calm, 
and the neighbouring gentry who called at 
Abbeymeads all gave verdicts In her favour, 
but remarked that while she was as lovely and 
&sclnatiiig as her mother she was quite as 
extravagant and magnificent In her personal 
expenditure — and this was very true. 

But no outward shock was needed to call 
back her better self; the change came gradually 
from within, gradually and surely. She was. 
In fact, weary of her Idleness, and rallied from 
it with quiet resolution. There was a smaU 
roon\ with crimson and oak furniture, and a 
bay window looking upon the fiower garden; 
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and a select choice of books of a soberer kind 
tbian she had recently read; she betook herself 
to this room daily, and actually studied like 
a school girl for three hours' under her husband's 
direction. She had her easel and sketched; she 
went into the village and saw the poor people, 
and read to one or two who could not read them- 
selves ; and appeared often at the village schooL 
The rector of Abbeymeads would have fallen 
in love with her, if he had not been in love with 
his own old wife for forty years and more, she 
was so gentle and blushing when he gave her a few 
good words of encouragement and advice in her 
shy ministrations amongst the people. Dr. Unwin 
had had a vast family of boys to bring up on 
not too vast means, and the consequence was 
that he and the pleasant cheerful body his wife 
had to forego many luxuries in their age to which 
they seemed entitled. Mrs. Unwin could no 
longer trot about the large parish, as she used 
to do, and she had no carriage to take her to 
and fro, so it came to pass that she very frequently 
occupied the second seat in Margaret's pony 
phaeton, and a very happy day it was for 
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Margaret when she gained such a companion and 
firiend* 

In one of their drives, chance guided them past 
Brightebanke — ^beautiful even in its wilderness 
state — ^and Mrs. Unwin, in answer to Margaret's 
question, told her what place it was; she had 
not seen it before, and after a short hesitation 
diej left the carriage and went within the gates* 
No neglect could utterly spoil the natural 
advantages of the grounds; and their situation, 
&cing southwards and sloping towards a broad 
river, accounted for the name given to the house, 
which was a spacious modem building of 
white stone. They went over it under the 
guidance of a deaf old woman, and saw the 
£Euled remains of costly furniture, pictures on 
the walls, books on the tables; and were told 
how strict orders had once been given her 
to touch nothing, and how she had touched 
yuAthing since that order was given, and how 
the carpets had rotted on the floor for want of 
ahaking. 

. Mrs. Unwin knew the tragedy of Brightebanke, 
and she and Margaret talked of it as they 
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drove away from the deserted house; and the 

Rector's old wife had several kind remembrances 

of the unhappy lady who had fled from it to tell 

her. 

" She was generous, her passions were strong, 

but her heart was warm* She loved little 
children, and liked to be amongst mine," said 
Mrs. Unwin; "and I take into account her 
foreign education; she acted on impulse from 
first to last, never from principle; indeed, prin- 
ciple she had none, feeling guided her in great 
things and small. I always said she was much 
to be pitied. You know, my dear, that we may 
separate the sinner from the sin, and while 
hating the sin we may compassionate the sinner ; 
and when we have exhausted our plea for her, 
we may still hope that God is more pitiful than 
we, because he saw all the temptations. When 
she came first to Brightebanke I was much 
taken by her; she was lavish, but not lavish 
only for herself. She set afoot many kind 
schemes for the poor people, and nobody ever 
pleaded (dr her charity in vain. Ah, yes I 
there was much good in her — ^much good! I 
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remember one pet fancy of hers was to convert 
Brightebanke into a school for orphan children, 
and we had many a talk about it over your 
cradle, and by-and-by the melancholy end came 
and nothing more was to be done or said." 

In many conversations that Margaret after- 
wards had with the Rector's excellent old wife, 
she led her back to talk of the plan her mother 
had laid for the orphan school, and when it 
was developed clearly, an idea began to brood 
in her mind that she ought to carry out tlie 
design. She spoke of it to her husband, who 
encouraged her, and having consulted Meddowes, 
who about that time came over to Abbeymeads 
on business connected with the estate, she wrote 
to her father for permission to convert Brighte- 
banke into an orphan house with the produce 
of certain farms adjacent for its support. Sylvan 
Holt gave his assent, and as Margaret was 
prompt and energetic where her mind was set 
on any work, before the golden days of July 
were over, the long deserted house and gardens 
were alive with voices of little children. It 
became one of her greatest pleasures to drive 
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over with Mrs. Unwin^ and to spend a hmg 
summer afternoon in the midst of them^ and 
it was beautiful to see how all the young 
things loved her. The old . Rector was more 
&scinated with her than ever^ and the nei^* 
bourhood lauded her as a reyival oi Lady Boun- 
tiful 

But while busy with her morning studies and 

orphan-school^ Margaret neglected none of the 
amenities of social life. The vicinity of Abbey- 
meads was a cheerM one. Two miles off was 
the retired country town of Nabum^ a place over- 
flowing with small gentry, who were very glad 
to dine out; Riverscourt, the dilapidated resi- 
dence of the Stanley family, was visible from 
the windows; and Carlton Hall, Castle-Sandry, 
Brigneath, and several other gentlemen's seats, 
were within short drives. Every one called 
at Abbeymeads, and the usual order of dinners 
was exchanged, and Margaret fell quietly into 
her duties as a country lady at her country 
house. Colonel Fielding used to smile sometimes, 
and rally her upon the skilful way she had 
of reducing these duties to system, and gaining 
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leisure from her acquaintance to bestow upon her 
friends. 

Margaret was really developing into a very 
fine character^ and her dignities sat upon her 
with as easy a grace as if she had been expressly 
trained to support them. The honesty frank 
kindliness of her girlish manner remained^ but 
it was sustained now by a reposeful, calm self- 
possession. No one could be in her company 
and the Colonel's for a single day, without seeing 
and feeling that she was a happy creature, 
doubly blessed in her own and her husband's 
love. If Oecy had been with them she would 
still have found occasion to doubt whether their 
courting days were over, for Colonel Fielding 
remitted none of his tender deference towards 
^ his sweet wife, and she, more than ever, regarded 
him as a hero and bom lord amongst men. 
They both won a sincere respect and liking 
from their neighbours whether rich or poor, 
and it was not more than their deserts. Old 
stories, which had been revived at their first 
coming to Abbeymeads, dropped back into 
oblivion, and there was a general opinion difiused 
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tfaat tbe Rupert Ilddmgs were a great aoc^sion 
to the societT and agreeabilitj of their part of the 
ootmtv. Manselands heard the report, and was not 
astonidied. Margaretrs charms^ thoogh tardil j, 
were foil j acknowledged amongst her hnshand's 
£unfly now. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



RIVERSCOURT. 



Majrgabet had a generous disposition^ but she 
was by no means exempt from the thorny virtues 
of other good women; she had her skeleton 
closet like the best amongst them> and in this 
closet there hung a veiled picture of a beauti- 
ful woman — the woman who had been the 
love of her husband's youth. She never 
passed the door of this closet without a tlirill 
of disquietude^ without a vague consciousness 
that there was life and motion in the figure^ 
and that it might some day step down from its 
frame and pass before her calm^ superior^ trium- 
phant. When she and Colonel Fielding came 
to Abbeymeads, Riverscourt was deserted^ all 
the family being gone to the sea. Margaret 
had determined to make Mrs. Hamilton her 
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friend^ nevertheless she bore the news of her 
absence without disappointment — ^rather^ indeed^ 
with serene composure. In her drives to and fro 
she frequently passed the shut-up house^ and 
always looked for signs of movement and habi- 
tation there with an unacknowledged anxiety. 
More than a month elapsed^ and all that time the 
shutters of the lower rooms remained closed^ 
and the blinds of the upper ones drawn down^ 
but returning from Brightebanke one evening 
with Mrs. Unwin she perceived a change. The 
great gates stood open, and there were traces 
of can*iage-wheels upon the gravel: the fEoniiy 
had come home, and there was an old white- 
haired gentleman talking to the lodge-keeper 
whom her companion addressed as Mr. Stanley, 
making particular inquiries after his wife and 
Mrs. Hamilton, and wishing to know how they 
had all liked Eastbourne. 

When Margaret had been introduced to her 
neighbour, who acknowledged her widi a courtly 
old-fashioned bow, they drove on, and Mrs. 
Unwin began to explain that the Riverscourt 
people had long ceased to visit on account of 
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their poverty, '^But,** added she, ** I hope now 
they will begin to feel the pressure of their 
misfortones less since Frances has returned to 
live with them, for she possesses a handsome 
income entirely at her own disposal, and she is 
such a good self-denying creature, that I am 
sure she will feel it a duly to devote herself to 
them as much she did formerly.'' 

From this evening day after day, for a fort- 
night, Margaret anticipated a visit from Mrs. 
Hamilton, but she never came; she went to 
the Rectory and elsewhere, but avoided Abbey- 
meads carefully. Both Colonel Fielding and his 
wife silently reflected on this, and at last the 
Ciolonel spoke: ''Fi:ance3 is at Riverscourt, 
Margaret; I think you should call upon her," 
said he. ^' Don't stand upon ceremony with each 
other ; I want you to be friends." And accord- 
ingly Margaret went. 

It was on a cloudy afternoon when there was 
no air stirring, and the thick foliaged trees stood 
up without rustling a leaf in the sultry July 
silence. Everything about the old mansion 
bespoke the enforced neglect of want of means 
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to keep it in order. The untrimmed shrubs 
encroached upon tlie garden paths^ the fountain 
on the lawn was choked with weeds ^d played 
no morCi the flowers grew and blossomed^ indeed^ 
but it was in a tangle matted by many a luxuriant 
sulf-sown bramble. In the midst of this desolation^ 
Margaret came suddenly upon Mrs. Hamilton, 
walking up and down a gravelled terrace by the 
side of a garden-chair, in which her mother was 
being wheeled about by a man-servant Their 
meeting was not without embarrassment for both; 
they coloured, looked diffidently at each other, 
and then followed up the handshake with a kiss, 
ftfter wliich Mrs. Hamilton presented Margaret 
to her mother, who had .watched the greeting 
jealously. 

Poor Mrs. Stanley was not quite herself; 
she was broken by age and still more by trouble; 
and, as is often the case with people in her con- 
dition, her mind, dull as to the present, and 
oblivious of the events of yesterday, still retained 
with tolerable distinctness those of years ago, of 
which she would often speak as then and there 
occurring. 
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"Mother, here is Rupert Fielding's wife,'* 
said Mrs» Hamilton, bending down and speaking 
very distinctly in the old lady's ear. **Yoa 
remember Rupert Fielding?" 

Mrs. Stanley nodded her head and looked 
inquisitively at Margaret for several minutei^' 
before she spoke. "I am glad to see you, my 
dear. Who did you say it was, Frances? Mrs. 
Sylvan Holt ? I thought she was — ** 

Mrs. Hamilton eagerly stopped her. "No, 
mother, no!*' cried she; "it is the young lady 
whom Rupert Fielding has married.". 

"Frances don't break my heart — think of your 
brothers t You are selfish and wicked I ^ was the 
irrelevant and passionate answer. " Ah ! I have 
inde^ lived to learn how sharper than a serpent's- 
tooth it is to have a thankless child. You will 
see us all brought to beggary when you might 
save us. Oh ! cruel, cruel ! " and she began to 
whimper, while her daughter, pained both for 
herself and Margaret, endeavoured in vain to 
check her. " Yes, you can shed tears, Frances ; 
but if you could weep a flood, would that help us ? 
How can you be so unreasonable as to talk of 
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jour promise to Rapert Fielding wben I kave 
alwajft said it was impossible joa could ever 
marry? He is tbe youngest son of an immenae 
&mily^ and will never be aJble to help your 
farodiers. Now Grant Hamilton is rich and w^ill 
d0 wliatever is needed ; and he is very f<md of you^ 
Frances* Don't be selfish and obstinate : pray» 
dcm't Yott are a bad daughter^ and a judgment 
will come upon you yet for your ingratitude. It 
wiU^ Frances, it will I Perhaps even through him ; 
he has been away two years and has given up 
caring about you : men all change* I believe he 
loves another woman now better than ever he 
loved you t ** 

It was strange and pitiful to hear the tremulous 
an^y voice reciting these old complaints^ and \p see 
the pale wrinkled visage which ought to have had 
done with earthly passions working in such impo- 
tent grief and rage. Mrs. Hamilton's face burnt, 
and die ^enbreatedMargaret not to be heedful of 
her mother's wild marmer, excusing it by the 
feebleness of disappointed old age. Margaret 
would fain have escaped and Itfik them, but Mrs. 
Stanley had takai her by the hand, and when she 
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attempted to withdraw it hor grasp tiglttened^ 
and she said to liery witk tears ia liar dim ejes» 
'^I am happy to see you looking so well, my dear; 
and I hope your ehfld will be a better child to 
you than mine has been to me; ** aad with that 
ub» laaoed back in her chair and lapsed nto an 
inligiiant, sorrowful silence. 

At the next turn of the terrace they aaw 
Mr. Stanley coming towards them ; she called him 
to join them, and said resentfully to h^ daa^iter, 
«Yo« can go Frances: I know you are w«iy 
oi any little attendance on your poor mother; I 
shall learn to do without you by-and-by." 

'^Ho, my dear ; no, "remonstrated her hudbimd, 
kkidly; '^there is a great chaii^ m Frances. 
Tb^e, there, don't fret." 

^ Come away, Mai^aret ; she will forget it aS 
Y/hm we are oat o£ sight,'' Mrs. Hamilton whis- 
peped, eagerly. '^My poor mo&ea: mcessaivdy 
zemesthajt miserable period of our fives. Indeed, 
indeed, k is most painfiil and trying to me. She 
had no pity. YouhaTe your phaeton watting; 
will you driye me through some of the (juiet lanes, 
that wo may get a little peace ? " 

g2 
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Margaret was glad to be gone. That glimpse of 
former persecutions troubled her much^ but the 
view of Mrs. Hamilton's suffering excitement 
troubled her more. She seemed for a little while to 
have forgotten who Margaret was, and spoke 
rapidly of the severe trials and family displeasure 
she had undergone when she was a girl, on ac<^ 
count of her unhappy attachment to one whom she 
could never cease to love, honour, and respect. 

Margaret said no single word to check this out- 
pouring. A wave of colour flushed over her face, 
and then a wave of shadow ; her lips were closely 
compressed and her eyes looked straight before her; 
she at last conceived that this poor lady and she 
could never be friends in the true sense of that 
relation — there could be no full confidence between 
them. At the first pause, Margaret proposed that 
they should turn towards Brightebanke, and the 
orphan school suggested a new theme on which 
both eagerly fastened. " You see what my life is 
z^ow, and from that you may faintly im.agine what 
it has been ever since I was a girl but very little 
older than yourself," said Mrs. Hamilton, with a 
bitter smile. ** I arti not an old woman yet — I am 
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not thirty — but I have outran my fortune in hope 
long ago. Still I feel the want of a growing 
interest in life^ and your orphans will supply it. I 
love little children^ but it did not please God to 
give me any in my marriage^ and I feel myself 
often lonely ; I must be lonelier still as the years 
go on unless I gather around me new cares from 
without." 

Margaret glanced at the beautiful face beside 
her^ imd noting the hollow eyes and transparent 
hectic bloom of the complexion, she could not 
help remembering with pity how Mrs. Joan 
Clervaux had once said, '^Poor Frances I she 
does not look long for this world." Yet as 
Mrs. Hamilton talked restlessly on, she betrayed 
no suspicion, much less knowledge of her perilous 
state of health. She had not been strong for 
years, and a little pain or weakness more or less 
did not disquiet her. All her thoughts were 
of the future, and of the help she could be to 
ihose who stood in need of it. She spoke of 
ber married brothers and their families, alluding 
to the time when they would be grown Up, 
«nd would want a start in life which she might 
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gnre them. * She liad made an end of livmg 
fisr herself, she said, but as her income would 
at her deadi revert to her husband's famil j, she 
wished to do what good she might in her Ufe- 



On reaching Brightebanke Aej left tiie phaeton 
and walked over the gardens and the honse, which 
was not yet quite completed, and comii^ to a 
pretty, sednded room, which looked down a 
slope of flowers to the river, Margaret said she 
intended to have it arranged for hersdf, l^at 
she mig^t come afad spend a few days amongst 
the children sometimes when the Colond could 
qpareher. 

^ When you are away in London or at Wild- 
wood you must lend it to me, and I w31 fill 
your place, shall I ?" asked Mrs. Hamilton. 

Margaret said she should be glad of such an 
auxiliary, and the room was at her service whoi- 
ever she wished. 

*^ There is one vast jnnvilege in the Bonuonst 
system. I should, if I belonged to it, go and 
end my days in a nunnery," added Mrs. HamiltoB. 
'' I want rest — ^there would be rest, and consoli^ 
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ikfn. K yoor orphan-bouse owned me finr its 
patron, I would go and live fike a seecmd modier 
amongst the diildren. Should yoci «¥er coaie 
t9 be alcme in the world what a holy letiremeBt 
will it be for you.* 

^Soch a retirement does not enter into my 
scheme of happiness^" replied Margaret, gentfy. 
*^ I cannot imagine myself al<Mie in the worid.'' 

^ No ; for life has not disappointed you. You 
possess everythii^ that heart can desire.'' 

'^Do you know who originated the idea^ ef 
my orphan-house ? It was my poor moiCher.^ 

"" So Mrs. Unwin told me.** 

All this time neither Margaret nor her com- 
panion had breathed a word in allusioa lo dw 
letters they had exchanged during Colonel Field- 
ing's illness at Manselands, but when they were 
again in the phaeton and returning to Rirers^ 
court, Mrs. Hamiltcm said — 

^ It was very kind in yon ta write to me^ 
Margaret, when you were In such dreadfol 
distress a little while ago. I ought not to ha^e 
forced myself upon your attentioii, perhaps, but 
I felt sure you would not misunderstand me^" 
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*'No. If I bad been in your place I am 
sure I sbould have €elt the same^" replied Mar- 
garet, with honest fervour; ^^I bad a r^al pleasure 
in answering your letters, because Rupert was 
getting well when your first came." 

^'You did not tell him that I bad written, 
Margaret F** 

''Yes; be saw all your letters — ^why sbould 
he not? Mrs. Hamilton, I have such a perfect 
love for my husband, and such a perfect con- 
fidence in bis true love for me, that I can have 
no reserves with him. I am very young, and 
I have had no experience in the world, as you 
well know, but I feel that it must be right 
and happier for our hearts to be always open 
to each other — there would be something cruel 
to me now if I were excluded from his thoughts. 
I knew of his early attachment to you before 
you wrote; it was made known to me in a 
very painful way; then I remembered many 
things which took a new meaning, and I was 
angry and unreasonable. But when I came 
to myself, Rupert made me see that that former 
passion was at an end; and I felt how weak 
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•and wicked I was to mistrust the love he had 
solemnly pledged to me, and I onljr prayed 
to God that I might make him as faithful and 
tender a wife as you would have done if such 
had been your happy fate. If our places were 
reversed I hope you would feel as gently and 
pitifully for me as I do for you. I should like 
to keep you for our friend — ^we could have no 
truer one^ I 'm sure.'' 

Margaret, spoke with earnestness. For the 
moment she thought all and more than all she 
said; and Mrs. Hamilton began to perceive how 
a man who had suffered keen disappointment^ 
and had been driven about tlie world for a 
dozen years, might come to repose himself on 
the young girl's innocent freshness, and, as 
his tenderness developed in her the noble qualities 
of womanhood, might learn at length passionately 
to love her to the obliteration of all that had 
gone before. There was a struggle in her mind 
for a moment; then she responded to Margaret 
that she would be her friend then and ever — 
Rupert's friend, too, if he would suffer her to 
be so. 
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'* He wilL Come to ns at AbbejmeadiB wbenever 
jou Uke; come soon and come often t* Mnd 
Margaret^ warmly ; '^ I want you to Io^« me.** 

They were now at the Riversconrt lodge-gate* 
Mrs. Hamflton therefore got oat of the phaetoa, 
promised an early visit to Abbeymeads^ and took 
her leave. Margaret watched her slow, langaid 
progress np the avenue for a minnte, then toached 
the ponies with the whip, and drove on alone, 
sayii^ to herself, ^She loves Rnpert still: she 
will always love him.'* 

The wonder to her mind would lunre been 
if she had not, but Margaret felt less uneairgr 
in thinking of her than she had done before^ 
and the veiled picture in her secret doset looked 
dimmer, less captivating, less dangerous to 
her peace. She was almost ashamed that she 
could ever have feared it, and said she wouM 
never be so weak or foolish as to fear it , any 
more — a wise rosolve, if it had only been j^ae- 
ticable. 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

A MEETING. 

Twice Mrs. Hamilton went to ^bejmeads, 
•od on both occasions she found Margar^ 
alone; her visits were made pnrposelj that 
k might be so ; but the third time^ while they 
were together in the study. Colonel Fielding 
came in with an open letter in his hand. 

'^ News £rom Manselands, Margaret I " exclaimed 
J«, and tken perceiving a lady in heavy moBrning 
seated by the open window with her face turned 
towards it, he stopped short in some confusion, and 
jhifi countenance changed. 

*'Mrs. Hamilton, Rupert,** said Margaret, 
and he came forward with an incoherent welcome 
to give her his hand. It might be the reflection 
of the green leaves overhanging the window 
whidi made them both look so pale as ihey 
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stood for a moment face to face — or perhaps 
both their memories flew back to the last 
time when they had held each other's hands 
in the sorrow of parting. But whatever it was, 
Margaret saw it — ^not without a little pang, despite 
all her trustfulness. 

*^ What is the news from Manselands ? " she 
began to ask. 

Colonel t'ielding gave her the letter to read, 
and said his mother and Cecj were coming 
to pay them a few days' visit on their way 
southward to join Lady Stewart, who was going 
to spend the autumn in Germany with her husband 
and children. 

**Then I shall not have your mother with 
me in September; I am so sorry!" exclaimed 
Margaret, flushing with disappointment 

**My darling, I am certain if you have the 
slightest wish for her she will gladly return 
to you : read the letter, and see what she says 
towards the end of it," replied th6 Colonel, 
and he seated himself beside her, pointing 
at certain passages with one hand while the other 
Tested on her shoulder. When she had glanced 
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along the lines, she looked smiling into his eyes 
which were watching her face. Mrs* Hamilton 
went away almost immediately, and carried with 
her the remembrance of the expression of love 
th^t had kindled in both their countenances as 
their eyes met* 

'* Rupert worships his beautiful girl-wife^** 
thought she to herself; ^'andyet he felt an acute 
pang in our meeting." 

Colonel Fielding had, indeed, felt an acute pang 
at ^eir meeting — it was impossible that it should 
be otherwise; but he was relieved that it was 
come and gone, for it had been hanging over 
his head with a sort of vague terror ever since he 
had been at Abbeymeads. One day he had taken 
from his desk, with the intention, of destroying 
them, her letters written to him in India, but oii 
reading a few of them over his heart failed him, 
so powerfully was he affected by their loving words, 
and they were once more locked up^ out of 
sight but not out of mind. When he observed 
that Mrs. Hamilton so timed her visits to 
Margaret as to avoid him, he seconded her 
by keeping out of the way; though conscious 
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tliat it wonld be well to have that over wUck 
nnutt inevitably happen wxmer or later. Thdr 
meeting in the stndj was pnrely accidental ; 

4 

either would ha^e evaded it had there been any 
neans of doing so^ jet both ad:nowledged that it 
had remoyed a secret weight from their minds 
now that it was past A meeting so cold^ so 
emotionless^ after ten years of separation I Margaret 
felt how much most lie under that level sm&ce; 
tvrbid memories, pains of love, puns of parting, 
dead 'hopes, dead passbn, the waste of two yonn^ 
lives, hidden like the water weeds in winter nn^r 
a slab of ice. 

'^Well, Rupert ?** said she, interrogadvdy, 
when Mrs. Hamilton's departure left them 
alone together. She did not look up into her 
husband's face, but watched the wavering snn- 
shine on the carpet and played rather nervously 
with her wedding ring. 

He made her no reply for a moment or two^ 
.d gradadly raising her eyes she found di»t 
he was observing her. *^ What were you think- 
ing about ? There is some mystery hatching in 
this pretty head, I 'm sure. You want to know 
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ham leeixig Frances, has affected me? I can't 

Uil joa : it has affected me a good deal tboogh. 

I believe I'm glad it is over — ^I dreaded it — ^ 

there was some harry and confusion in his manner. 

Margaret perceived very pbtinly that it kad 

affected him a good deal^ but she misinterpreted 

the how. Colonel Fielding was sensible of a 

diilling depression^ such as might orertake one 

in' stumbling suddenly on the grave of a friend 

whem one had thought still in the land of the 

Kving. He sat silent a considerable time^ and 

then said, as if he had discovered the conclasi(m 

of the matter, '^Frances is so changed that if 

I had met her in a strange place, and without 

hearing her name, I am not sure that I should 

have known her. Frances, my Frances, has 

ceased to exist, but it is a sweet, good £m^ 

stilL*' 

^0\ yes, Rupert, it is a sweet good &ce, 
indeed; but tell me how she is changed?'' 
and Margaret i^stled her hand into his 
and pressed up against him, jEeeling happy she 
scarcely knew why. Was it because Frances 
had lost her beauly in Rupert's sight, and he 
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showed no regret? Possibly it nu^ift — for into 
ilie Iiearts <^ good women oertun smill fedings 
will sometimes intmde. The C(J<md knew what 
was going on in her thoughts as wdl as if they 
had been held before him in the shape of a 
printed bocd^ and re[£ed accordingly. 

^How is she changed? She used to have a 
bloom as fine as yonrs, my pet,** said he, caressing 
the smoo& oval rosQ of his wife's cheek. *'I 
cannot define how she is changed^ but I know I 
do not behold her with the same eyes I used to 
do.'' 

"I hope notl" cried Margaret, with her arch 
smile* *^ I should hate her if yon did, and now 
I feel disposed to like her very much." 

The Colonel fell into a mnse for a little while, 
and when Margaret ronsed him ont of it they 
reverted to the letter from Manselands; yet it 
was corioas to observe how, over and over agsdn, 
Mrs. Hamilton's name, or some allusion to her, 
would creep into the conversation, betraying how 
their thoughts still ran upon her, and how much 
importance both secretly attached to the meet- 
ing that had just taken place* 
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There was a softer^ sadder feeling about ^t 
in Colonel Fielding^s mind than he would quite 
have liked Margaret to suspect: it was not love; 
his wife absorbed his heart entirely^ but it was 
the pale r^etful shadow of it^ which almost 
always hovers over the great passion of a man's 
youth. There was a dull oppression on him for 
the time in merely looking at the place where 
she had stood with her heavy mourning dress 
hanging in straight folds, and her worn white face 
turned towards him full of the plaintive reflec- 
tion of all she had suffered ; he wanted to get out 
of sight of certain obtrusive chapters of the past 
which memory insisted on forcing upon him, and 
he proposed to Margaret that they should go 
out in her flower-garden and finish the discussion 
of his mother's letter there. 

This letter was full of kindnesses, such as at 
one time Mrs. Fielding would have thought it 
quite impossible she should ever express towards 
her daughter-in-law. She was eager to see her 
again, and said she should send Cecy to her to 
learn a lesson or two from her useful courage 
and stability. The Laird and Katie begged to 
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add messages of interest and affection^ and Mar- 
garet could now £eely with as much certainty as 
pleasure, that* all at Manselands had come to 
regard her as one of themselves. She anticipated 
the promised visit of Mrs. Fiel£ng and Cecjr witib 
a real delight, especially when her husband assured 
her diat it would be renewed later in the year if 
she desired it; and ske did desire it vehemently. 

'^ Katie stays at Manselands with the Laird 
until August, when they go to London — ^I hope 
they will come here on their way," said Mar- 
garet '^Eatie and Mrs. Hamilton were great 
friends formerly ; were they not ? " 

^'Tes; a meeting between them would be 
strange indeed; th^ parted as merry girk, and 
<Hie now seems as much altered as the other." 

^^ Rupert, do you really think Mrs. Haiailton 
changed at heart ? Katie seems frozen up, but it 
is not so with her." 

*^ I daresay you are right ; Frances nevw couU 
freeze, for she has not taken her troubles resent- 
fblly like poor Katie, but still she is changed is 

firm gentleness of character out of which sprang 
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tbe livdy graca she once had, and whidi 
very endearing in her. Margar^, what h the 
handsome blue flower in this border ? * 

« The gentian.'* 

Several times in the course ai their saunter, 
when the conversation slid back to Mrs. Hamilton, 
the Colonel suddenly broke off to another snbjeet 
as he did now. They looked about fcr a little 
while amongst the plants, angling out some new 
ones of great beauty, then passed into the greenr 
house, and through it into a small grassy court 
with a fountain playing in the midat. This 
fimntain reminded Margaret of the silent one she 
had seen at Riverscourt, and she remarked what 
a pity it was to see that picturesque oU place 
tumbling into ruin. ^^ Have you seen it unce we 
came here, Rupert?'' she asked. 

*' Only from the high-road, but I perceive that 
it looks much as it did * formerly — ^very neglected 
and forlotD," was his reply. ^'The Stanleys 
have been in embarrassed circumstances for 
years, but I believe nothing could prevail on the 
old people to leave it. I remember when they 
lost a great part of their income through a biw- 

H 2 
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suit, Frances endeayoored to persuade them to let 
it and go into a smaller house^ but Mrs. Stanley's 
pride could not stoop; she could not relinquish 
her position in the county, she said. Poor lady ! 
her position soon relinquished her. Frances had, 
I fear, an unhappy life at home until she married 
Mr. Ghrant Hamilton." 

^' I am sure she had I " replied Margaret, recall- 
ing the scene that she had herself witnessed at 
Riverscourt 

^' She told you so ? It must have been bitter, 
indeed, if her lips have learnt to complain ! By-the- 
by, Margaret, speaking of places tumbling into ruin 
reminds me of Bushfall. Meddowes proposes to 
'let it as we shall not go there ourselves to reside. 
It is a curious old place, and as you have never 
seen it, suppose we drive or ride over someday ?" 

««Very well, Rupert, but let us wait until 
Cecy comes, she will enjoy the excursion too. 
Mrs. Unwin was speaking of it as a &vourite 
place for picnics the other evening. She told me 
of one a good many years ago where she first 
made your acquaintance ; have you any recollec- 
tion of it?'' 
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** Yes; I think I have, Margaret? ** 

It would be rather strange. Colonel Fielding, if 
you had not! 

It was there that Frances Stanley and he met 
and fell in love; he an enthusiastic, poor lieu- 
tenant, and she a girlish beauty just emancipated 
from the schoolroom, but already the belle of her 
county. Colonel Fielding did not like to en- 
counter Mrs. Unwin now, he stood in awe of her- 
lively reminiscences. The old lady had been very- 
kind and encouraging to him once upon a time, 
and many a pleasant hour had he spent in the 
Rectory parlour with his young love ; he could- 
be very grateful to her even yet, but . tmder 
existing circumstances it would have been much 
pleasanter to his feelings if her conversation had 
not always had such a retrospective tendency. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



BU8HFALL. 



AtTBR tlaeir firal encoiuiter Colonel Fielding and 
Mrs. Hamilton no longer avoided each as before, 
and they met yerj frequently. It was a great 
pleasnre to Frances to be with Margi^rft, whose 
c]ieerfi]l tone of mind and genuine kindness 
were inexpressibly soothing and reviving to 
Inr enfeebled spirits; and Margaret, on her 
side, certainly seemed to enjoy her society 
far beyond that of any other person amongst 
her neighbours. Mrs. Hamilton had lived much 
in the world both at home and abroad; her 
mind was of fine strain and highly cultivated; 
her manner was one of captivating grace and 
gentleness : she was, indeed, a perfect specimen of 
those accomplished and elegant women of whom 
Colonel Fielding had once said to Margaret 
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that they were the order of women he eqpectaUy 
liked. No doubt, when he gave the deecriptioB 
sni exfMraBsed the opinioa, Frances was the 
model in his memory fixun which he drew them 
both. 

Ferhaps Margaret, in her eagerness to avoid 
any possible appearance of jealoosy or distrust, 
invited Mrs. Hamilton to Abbeymeads, and was 
elsewhere more frequently in her con^>any tihaaa 
she would have been under any other circmiH 
HtMices. 

Colonel Fielding, apart from any sentimental 
reminiscences, had a great pity for Frances; 
she still suited him in the finest core of his 
nature; he liked her conversation, and he liked 
to see that he could still bring back a sraile to 
her lips and a glancing light to her «yes which 
reflected the sunshine of former days. He was 
nerer present but he must try to make her bi^py 
for the time; perhaps the pleasure was not so 
keen to him as it was to her, for he would say 
to Margaret, ^^Poor Frances leads a life so 
mournful that it is a Christian charity to win 
her from her solitude for half a day ; we wiQ 
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be kind to her for pity's sake." - And he was 
very kind to her. 

Margaret proujilj argued down the teasing 
feeling of annoyance that would often beset her 
as she sat silent while they were talking on sub- 
jects from which her ignorance or inexperience 
excluded her, and more frequently than ever did 
she regret her own narrow education and lost 
opportunities of improvement. Perhaps she was 
inclined to undervalue herself too humbly. ^ Since 
her marriage she was greatly improved; and 
if she lacked, the showy accomplishments of 
women in general, her range of mind and native 
intelligence went far beyond them. It was not 
likely that a girl brought up as she had been 
could have the diverse subjects of conversation 
which Mrs. Hamilton's wide experience had given 
her : in fact, a girl of eighteen will always show 
to disadvantage beside a woman of thirty, grant- 
ing their original powers to have been upon 
equality. Dr. and Mrs. Unwin, people of 
judgment, admired Margaret for her sound 
good sense, her strong natural integrity, and the 
facility with which she had adapted herself to 
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lier new position. Tliey perceived in her no 
want whatever^ for it must be remembered that, 
if she had not been polished according to the 
orthodox method, neither had she been vulgarized 
by indiscriminate mixture with inferior society. 
Her only intimates before her marriage having 
been her father, Mrs. Joan Clervaux, Martin 
Oarew, and Jacky, she had escaped, and happily 
escaped, that lowering tone of moral feeling 
which an unweeded intercourse with many 
companions might possibly have entailed upon 
her. 

Sometimes her position was trying for a young 
creature of ardent affections at this period. 
She had no distrust of her husband, neither 
had she any distrust of Mrs. Hamilton; but 
often, often, an overwhelming sense of humiliation 
would creep over her when she had listened a 
long while to their entertaining and frequently 
deeply thought conversation. She was eclipsed, 
thrown into the shade. Colonel Fielding had 
made the grand tour when he was a young 
man ; he had travelled^ in Spain, Italy, France, 
<Mid Germany since his return from India, and 
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each seemed to be familiar with eFery step of 
fiMTdgn gromid that tbe other had traversed. 
Margaret wonld sometmiea pat in a little cramb 
of remaik^ called from a book of travds ; but 
it looked pale and vague, and did not mingle 
well with Ihetr more virid personal recollections^ 

« 

and on one occasion when she did so the Cdknoel 
smiled enconraginglyy and told her that by- 
and-bj he would show her these places, people, 
ways, and customs which k was so interesting 
to remember. 

Neither he nor Mrs. Hamilton suspected for 
ofloe moment what Margaret was feeling ; and she, 
though she could not free herself of a iresed 
impression that her inferiority never showed 
itself so palpably as when Frances was there, was 
yet so ashamed of the jealous iancy that she did 
her utmost to conceal and overcome it. 

When Mrs. Fielding and Cecy arrived at 
Abbeymeadsy it seemed as if Mrs. Hamilton came 
more frequently than before. Mrs. Fielding had 
loved her dearly, she compassionated her sorrow- 
ful fate, and remembered with inextingqifthable 
regret the past circumstances of her life : pedh^^ 
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ewBH, a little of the old resentfiil disappointment at 
Bapert's marriage returned, but, if so, she kept it 
cautiously hidden, and treated Margaret atwaya 
iridi a most respectful and affisctionate con- 
sidiratioii. It excited no feeling of uneasiness in 
ksr mind to see Frances on such intimate terms 
witli her son and daughter-in-law; indeed, die 
wrote to Katie, and said how glad she was that 
Margaret should have so desirable a friend, and 
remarked incidentally that Rupert seemed to haye 
lest none of his former pleasure in her society* 
But Cecy caneeiTed a prejudice against Mrs. 
HamlltoBL^— the only one of her family who had 
done sow She was too young to have any clear 
remembrance of her fiusdnating influence in youth, 
and saw her only as she was now — ^a woman, 
weakly hovering Eke a moth round a light, 
within dangerous limits, and gaining an undue 
prominence in her brother's home. Gecy was 
animated by a strong spirit of partisanship which 
is always more or less unjust, and in proportion as 
she felt a warm enthusiastic love and admiratioB 
Soot Margaret, she resented Mrs. Hamilton's en- 
croachments and Rupert's frank enjoyment of h«r 
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society. Cecj was the only one who defined 
that Margaret was ever made uncomfortable 
thereby. 

The excursion to Bushfall having been men- 
tioned one evening when Mrs. Hamilton was 
dining at Abbeymeads^ she asked to join it^ and 
could not^ of course^ be denied^ though she seemed 
but little fitted for any open air amusement. It 
was wonderful with what tenacity she held to 
such remnants of enjoyment as life had left for 
her^ and on this occasion some of her youthful 
verve and spirit seemed to animate her failing 
frame. The four ladies drove in the open 
carriage^ the Colonel riding on before, and on 
their arrival at the lodge they all got down to 
walk through the grounds, which for natural 
picturesqueness had no rival in the county. At 
first the Colonel gave his wife his arm to mount 
the, slopes that led to the ancient house, which was 
built on the highest ground of the place, but 
presently Margaret observed Mrs. Hamilton's 
weakness, and asked him to assist her. Cecy^ 
eyed this procedure with great disfavour, which 
Margaret's pleasant cheerfulness did not lessen. 
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Cecj would have had her show a di£ferent spirit 
For a time the whole party kept together, 
inspectiiig the curious architecture of the house, 
but presently they separated, and after a long, 
amused examination of some hideous tapestry in 
one of the drawing-rooms, Margaret became 
aware that Colonel Fielding and Mrs. Hamilton 
had disappeared. Mrs* Fielding was tired, and 
inclined to rest, so she remained seated on the 
terrace in front of the house with Margaret, and 
Cecy proclaimed that she was going in search of 
her brother and his companion. 

'^I hope Frances will not be so foolish as to 
attempt going up to the waterfall," said Mrs* 
Fielding i ^^I am sure it will overtask her 
strength.'* 

** You had better stay with us, Cecy; the heat 
is very sultry," Margaret advised; **I shall 
not stir until we seek the carriage." 

** But you have not seen half that there is 
to see yet I I wonder which way/ Rupert went. 
Surely if Frances can climb the hill to the fall 
I can. Won't you really go, Margaret?" 

" No ; I think not, Cecy." 
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Ceey, however^ would not lose lier pleasure^ 
and she set off alooe bj the same route^ as k 
happened that Colonel Fielding and Mrs. Hamil- 
ton had takoi. They were not fiu* in advance of 
her, hut she did not overtake them or try to do 
so; she was exceedmgly offended, and revolved 
certain thoughts in her mind which threatoied 
soon to have gathered force enou^ to overthrow 
her prudence, whkh was but a slight waU of 
defence against her feelings when they wefe 
roused.^ She reasoned that it wotdd be much 
more dignified conduct in Mrs. Hamilton to come 
less to Abbey meads, and that it was neither 
right nor reasonable that she should go on loving 
Bupert now that he was married. Cecy had 
no experience and very faint imaginings on the 
subject of love, but she had a clearly defined and 
healthy principle of what was prop^ and what 
was wrong in the present instance. ** Mamma 
and Katie talk of Mrs. Hamilton's pure and noble 
character," said she to herself, /^ but I do not 
think it is either noble or pure to hurt Margaret 
as I know she does. Of course, Margaret knows 
that Bupert loves her and is proud of her, but she 
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cannot Hke to be reminded almost ereiy day that 
die was neither loved first nor best I'msnreif 
I were ber^ I would speak out ! she is too good bj 
ha]£ I believe Elspie has noticed something too^ 
or why was she so emphatic against Mr& Hamil* 
ton, whom she nsed to like, when Margaret looked 
iU last night I don't think Rupert quite knows 
what he is about, or he would not talk to her so 
exclusively as he does.** 

While Cecy was nursing her righteous indig- 
na&Hi, Colonel Fielding and Mrs. Hamilton, quite 
unconscious that they had excited any such senti- 
ment in her bosom, were calmly reviewing some 
of the land-marks of their youth £rom which 
Ihe sunshine had £aded utterly, never to rise 
upon them for evermore. They came to the spot 
where love had transfixed ihem — ^for theirs had 
been love at first sight ; then to the mouldy temple 
with the river gods'" on guard where they had 
rested coming down from the fall and eaten 
peaches out of a little basket; Mrs. Hamilton 
asked her companion if he remembered it Men, 
in general^ are less given to dwelling on senti- 
mental reminiscences than are women : and it is a 
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curious fact to note that^ while Colonel Fielding 
during their long separation had vividly and 
tenderly cherished the most trivial incidents of 
their courtship, now that he was brought again 
into continual intercourse with Frances^ they grew 
dim, confused, less attractive to memory and 
imagination. She was still the woman he had 
loved, therefore to be held in most kind and 
courteous respect; but every day might have 
shown her more plainly that she was not the 
woman he loved nowy and that her present seeking 
of him removed somewhat of the sanctity from 
her idea, though it could not lessen his outward 
consideration, When, therefore, she asked if he 
remembered the incident of the peaches he wished 
she had had more reticence; he would not of 
himself have recalled in words any of the pas- 
sages of their love, and it irked him that she 
should do so. The very slight surprise and 
coldness of his reply were perceptible to Frances, 
she understood him intuitively ; perhaps, she had 
never fully realized until that moment the possi- 
bility of his having ceased quite to love her. 
If she had not, she realized it then; and the 
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certainty filled her eyes with tears. For a minute 
or two they flowed unobserved^ but her silence 
made the Colonel look down at her face. 

" Frances,** said he, in a troubled tone ; — *^ Fran- 
ces, I don't like to see you weep : we should not 
have come here ; let us return to Margaret; we 
left her m the hall." 

"Yes, let us return to Margaret; I am very 
weak and foolish, Rupert, am I not?" At the 
first bend in the winding path they met Cecy, 
whose eye instantly detected the disturbed expres- 
sion of her brother's face, and the traces of tears 
on Mrs. Hamilton's. 

"I shall turn back with you; I'm tired," 
said she, abruptly. " Mamma and Margaret are 
dtting on the terrace." And they all returned, 
together. 

Either the force of her emotions or the 
sultry heat of the weather overcame poor Mrs.^ 
Hamilton just as they arrived in sight of 
the place where Margaret and Mrs. Fielding^ 
were resting, and she fainted away. Colonel 
Fielding felt her swaying back from his arm, 
caught her as she was falling, and carried her 

VOL. m. I 
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qmdd J within the shade of the hall where iht 
others gathered Tound her in alarm. 

** She was fiir too weak fiir such an ezertioft 
at this," said Mrs. Fielding; ^'her countenance 
is deathly. Cecy> ran and bring the housekeeper.^ 

RestoratiTes were soon found, but it was a con- 
siderable time ere they had any effect, and when 
Mrs. Hamilton did at last open her eyes, con- 
sciousness seemed bat half restored, for she did 
not know where she was. Colonel Fielding had 
gone to order the carriage to come up to tibe 
house, and he arriyed with it just when she was 
able to sit up ; after a short delay she was lifted 
into it, and they all returned to Abbeymeads. 
Margaret would haye fiun kept Mrs. Hamilton, 
bat she preferred to be taken on at once te 
Riverscourt 

Instead of being touched with pity by &is 
some Cecy*s indignation only burnt the more body. 

She recollected what used to be the strain of 
comment upon Margaret and Frances at Manse- 
lands before the rerolution took {dace, and fumed 
angrily over erery demonstration of feeling. It 

clear she could not hold much longer; and that 
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y^rjefttrng, being left alone for a little while with 
liurgarety her indiscretion had its way and she 
ipoke. Margaret was so taken bj surprise that 
die let her go on for a minute or two, until she 
had aibout half developed her sentiments ; and then, 
lecovering Herself, stopped her with a rebfdce so 
Mignant that Cecy burst into tears. The •verj 
vd^menee of the young wife's anger would hare 
betrayed her own latent feelings to any one more 
aq[ierienced than Cecy, but she felt so utterly 
abashed and so ashamed of what she had done, that 
she oould only clasp Margaret's hands and entreat 
her Bot to tell Rupert Margaret's bosom heayed ; 
her breath came and went fast ; her cheek Bind eyes 
bamt; it was a long whUe before she would speak 
at all, and tiien it was passionately, excitedly. 

** You have hurt me, Cecy ; you have hurt me very 
nra^. I don't think you mean to make mischief 
between Rupert and me ; though, if you were our 
bitterest enemy, you could not have insulted us 
BMxre cruelly. Never to me or any other living 
soul must you breathe such wicked suspicions 
agpun : I did not think you could have wounded 
m^sol" 

I 2 
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Cecy kissed her sister's hands^ and said she would 
rather have bitten her tongue out than have in- 
jured her^ so Margaret presently softened and 
forgave her. "Rupert is very good .to me, 
dear," said she ; " I can confide myself wholly 
to his love and honour. It is but natural that he 
should find a pleasure in conversing with Frances, 
who is accomplished and clever, and whom he 
once tenderly loved. I do not feel it unreasonable 
that she should possess his kindness still; Cecy, 
she has it : let her retain it But it is I who come 
nearer to him than any other in the world ; it is I, 
his wife, who am locked in his heart of hearts.'' 
Margaret's voice sounded unsteady, though she 
lifted her head proudly and confidently. Cecy 
ceased her sobbing, and said she knew Rupert was 
not to blame, it was Frances. 

*'I will not hear another word, Cecy," Mar- 
garet interrupted, decisively • ** You are a jealous, 
warm-hearted, wrong-headed, dear, little goose, and 
I love you ; but I shall give up loving you if you 
grow suspicious." 

Margaret felt in her heart that Cecy was right, 
but she never could have acknowledged it; she per- 
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ceived intuitivelj that, where the influence of 
Frances was prejadicial to her happiness, she 
must live it down in silence ; a weak complaint, a 
jealous resentment, would not help her one whit, 
and might leave a sensation of soreness on every 
mind. It would be best for her to abide still in 
the strength of her own love, to go on in her simple 
straightforward way, trusting and trusted ; if the 
path was sometimes uneven, if a thorn sometimes 
pricked her to the bone, she would neither faint 
with weariness nor shriek for pain; she would 
come to the smooth turf anon. She reached it 
soon; she had it in the approval of conscience 
even then ; she was far happier than if she had 
given herself a prey to the demon jealousy. 

As a consequence of her over-fatigue and excite* 
ment at Rushfall, Mrs. Hamilton fell ill, and the 
seeds of consumption, already sown in her constitu- 
tion, began to develope rapidly.' She sent fre- 
quently for Margaret to Riverscourt, and glad, most 
glad and thankful, did the young wife then feel that 
she had not suffered her irritation to find vent in 
reproaches. A few more months or weeks and 
this sorrowful woman's course would be run ; it 
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would be needless cradty to emUtter its end bj 
xesentiDg the love she had never been able to oon- 
qner^— the love which had been at <mce the greatest 
bliss and the greatest torture of her life. Cokmel 
Fielding saw her no more after the day at Rmh- 
fisdl; and he often suffered keenly from the remem- 
brance of the cold look and w<Mrd he had given her 
then; he had no right to wound the heart he had 
won — ^which had never withdrawn itself from him. 
He wished he could efface it by some new kindness^ 
but though he called at Riverscourt he could not be 
admitted. Margaret saw his trouble and held her 
peaoe^ but Mrs. Fielding wrote to Katie — ''Poor 
Frances is wasting away in slow decline; ihere 
is an anxious heart for her at Abbeymeads ; her 
death, wh^iever it comes, will be a greater blow to 
Rupert than we any of us think.'^ 
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CHAPTER X. 

MOTHER AND SON. 

TflXBE were many visitors at Abbejmeads daring 
tiie sammer^ but Sylvan Holt was not amongst 
them; he could not be tempted out of his 
leclusion; therefore^ Colonel Fielding permitted 
Margaret to promise that she would go to 
Wildwood as soon after her baby was bom 
as she was judged fit to travel Mrs. Joan 
Clervaux had been with her jBeivoarite. a month ; 
Miss Bell Rowley^ who never rested until she 
got an invitation^ had expatiated over the country 
on all Margaret's horses during a fortnight, 
which was much more agreeable to heradf 
than to her entertainers; the Laird and Katie 
had spent a few days with them on their way 
to and from London; and Mrs. Fielding, after 
a brief stay in Germany with Lady Stewart, had 
returned to be with her daughtar-in-law during 
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the tone of her triaL Mjugaret herself felt 
its approach without any appreh^ision. She 
was mightfly interested in the solemn preparations 
for her little son's arriTal — ^no <Hie supposed a 
daughter possible after EUsjho had spoken against 
it; and kept an even^ cheerful temper to the 
last September was b^nn — ^was half over; 
the com was reaped on the wide levels about 
Abbeymeadsy and again the ash-berries were 
red upon the trees; Wildwood, Oakfield^ and 
Manselands waited in anxious suspense for 
tidings, and in due time Margaret obliged them. 

It was one brilliant autumn day when the 
Colonel, having walked his wife about her flower- 
garden for a litde while, mounted his horse 
in the intention of galloping off some of his 
superfluous impatience; he had ridden fiur, 
and was within two miles of home on his return 
when all at once the Abbey Church bells rang out 
a famous peaL He put his horse to its speed ; 
and, in an incredibly short space of time, was 
dashing through the park-gates and up to the 
hall door, where Elspie, glowing with importance, 
was waiting to receive him. 
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What 18 it, Elspie? " cried he, throwing him- 
self from the saddle. 

*'What suld it be? The first bom of a 
Fielding's aye ».lad bairn!'' was the lofty reply. 
**Come up-stairs — she's ready to receive a 
court o' folks ! I never saw so brave a lady in my 
life afore, an' the babe 's a prince I " 

Colonel Fielding passed Elspie, bounding up the 
stairs four steps at a time, and was in the 
room hanging over his darling with love and 
pride long before the old nurse had finished 
her oration. Margaret's blushing roses were 
gone, but instead she showed him a wee blossom 
lying on her fair bosom which more than made 
amends for their loss. 

** I am so happy, Rupert ; kiss me — ^kiss him, 
too ; do you think him pretty ? " whispered she ; 
" Are you glad, love ? " 

The Colonel praised her and it to her heart's 
desire ; perhaps, he thought his son rather wanting 
in the article of nose, but he would not have 
said so for the world, and he certainly did not 
see the striking resemblance to himself which 
Elspie pointed out; but that might be because 
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baby's monstache was not jet grown; and as 
Margaret looked pleased to know that be liad 
been exactly like k at the same period of his 
existence he was exceedingly gratified, Mnu 
Finding was seated by the fire writing despatches 
to the Laird and others; bat Margaret herself 
had already dictated a few precious lines to her 
£sither. 

'^ Where is Oscar? I should like to receive 
his congratulations and to present baby to him," 
said she; and though Elspie demurred to the 
demand as being quite without precedent, the 
Colonel brought the staghound in. Oscar's 
demeanour indoors was always gentlemanlike 
and dignified; and when his mistress softly 
summoned him, he approached the bed, planted 
his forepaws on die edge, and made a very steady 
and sagacious inspection of tlie baby; he was 
just about t^ express his iqpprobation by lidking 
the tiny face, when Margaret's hand put him 
aside, so he stalked over to the little cloud of 
kce and lawn that represented a cradle, and 
stretched himself beside it at a word from her like 
a second Qelert 
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At Ub modier's instigation the Ccdoiiel was 
going to withdraw^ when Margaret, with a woeAil 
fiioe, ngned to him to stay a litde longer^ so he 
sat down and looked at har, for wh^ieyer they 
began to talk Bibpie said, '* Hnsh I " so imperattreij 
that liiej were both daanted. At last the old 
■arse despotically cleared the room of every one 
bat herself, the baby, and the young mother, whom 
die commanded to go to sleep, purposely darken- 
ii^ the windows that she might have no excuse for 
disobedience. Bat Margaret did not go to sleep; 
she lay listening to the merry chnrch bells, 
mod stroking the baby's cheek with her forefinger 
as she whispered that they w^e making all 
that music in his honour. All at once, when 
I3spie thought she had fallen into a quiet sleep, 
Ae turned her wide awake, dark blue eyes 
round to where she stood and asked — ^^'Elspie, 
how l<mg shall I have to lie here doing no- 

•'Tou don't call it doii^ nothing when you 
haye that bonnie wee babe to pet, Fm sure I " said 
the nurse indignantly. 

^*No; but it will be fun to dance him about on 
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m J hand , won't it ? And to see him toddle from 
you to me on the carpet" 

'^ There's a, pair of blessed babes ! You must not 
be impatient; it will be months and months 
before he will want to walk or dance either. I 
should not be surprised if we had you upon your 
sofa before the week is out ; for you are a real 
wonder for a lady^ but you must do as you are 
bid and not get restless^ or that will keep you 
back. What will Doctor Savory say when he 
comes again if I tell him how naughty you are? 
Now, go to sleep this minute." 

Elspie spoke as if she were addressing a fractious 
child; so Margaret confided a little laugh to 
baby, and shut her eyes as she was bid, but 
opened them again very quickly when she felt 
the child was being removed from her arms to 
be tucked up alone in that wonderful cot She 
immediately protested against any such trans- 
ference as unnatural to the last degree. « Why, 
he would think he was lost," she said, ^^ and cry 
his little heart out" 

Elspie threw up her hands in despair, matter- 
ing — ^^ Oh I but she is a wilful lady, and hard to 
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manage. I thought she would be as meek as 
milk.'* 

Bat Margaret was yery far from it I She 
brooded jealously over her new possession^ and 
annihilated Elspie's experience over and over 
again in the ensuing week by new theories of 
management of her own under which the baby 
throve remarkably well. She was never quite at 
ease except he was beside her ; and the way in 
which she petted and worshipped him caused the 
stately old nurse to remark one day^ in a tone of 
warning reproval — ** You suld not make idols of 
bairns to displease the great God." 

** I am sure God is not jealous of mother-love I " 
was Margaret's reply; and Elspie felt rebuked 
by its natural truth and wisdom. 

At the week's end she was lying on a couch 
between the window and the fire, and received a 
visit from Mrs. IJnwin, whose favourite element 
was the nursery, and who gave her volumes of 
advice which Margaret speedily forgot. The 
next day came poor Mrs. Hamilton, wan and 
shrunken, but eager to see Rupert's boy and 
Rupert's wife — ^thus she always spoke of them ; 
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tbye interest they possessed for her was that thej 
belonged to hvm. Another aftemoon^just after 
the little one had woke up and been put into her 
arms^ the Colonel entered^ and, after a little idle 
talk^ he asked her with a significant smile^ if A» 
£dt eqnal to a visitor. 

*^ It is mj father I " cried she^ kindling; ^ Ok t 
bring him in I How glad I am ! '^ 

Sylran Holt, who was waiting outside the door^ 
immediatelj appeared. He was looking remark- 
ably well and cheerful for hun, and seeing her so 
bright — iat the roses were beginning hvoAj to 
bloom again — ^he said that his impatience to have 
a glimpse of the baby was too much for him^ so 
he had ridden Fanstus over^ and was goii^ back 
on the morrow — ^to which announcement Mar- 

« 

garet looked a decided n^ative. She had daily 
written him wonderful accounts of the boy\i 
progress which perhaps Accounted for the triiSing 
disaiqpointment betrayed by the remark, ''He 
has not begun to talk th^i yet? ^ To which she 
replied rather confusedly, ''Oh I father, he is 
only ten days old!'' for i^ was so much in 
earnest about the baby herself that she could not 
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imagine a jest upon him. Jackj kad seat her 
Icmng duly to both the baimsy Sylvan Holt 
and a special message about a grand cot 
was all ready and waiting fi>r the reception of the 
son and heir. He had also brought a letter from 
ICrs. Joan Clervaux, and a humble request fixun 
Tibbie Ryder to be informed of the exact hour of 
the baby's birth — with a view Jacky^ through 
whom the message came^ supposed, of casting his 
horoscope. 

** He's a child o' the sun, an' will ha' gude luck 
his life through," said Elspie, imagining in Tibbie 
a fiJse jMK>pheteas who might perhaps foretell 
troubles, and wisely forestalling her. ^ There 's a 
main o' difference between children o' the son 
and children o' the moon." 

•Sylvan Holt was allowed to take his grandson 
in his arms and kiss him. Margaret's baJ^ 
certainly had one finely developed trait of char- 
acter whidi was of good promise, he rarely or 
never cried, and he did not lessen his reputation 
on this occasion, or when his &ther afterwards 
tickled his minute nose with his long moustadie 
before restoring him to his mother. 
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"He is such a good wee thing!" said she 
proudly. " I always used to think that the objec- 
tionable part of babies was their fretting, but 
mine never frets; does he, Elspie?" 

Elspie supported baby's character for stoicism 
when he was sleeping and being fed, but she 
added in a qualifying way that she was quite 
sure he would have a fine will and temper of his 
own by and by. 

Margaret resented the insinuation : " To think 
of a darling only ten days old having a will 
or a temper at all!" cried she; so Elspie bade 
her observe what a grip his little fist took already 
of anything that came convenient ; and Sylvan 
Holt's forefinger coming convenient at that 
moment, baby illustrated the nurse's position 
inunediately by clutching it tight ; " Just as his 
father used to do before him," she triumphantly 
exclaimed. 

All the old baby tricks that have been since 
the peoph'ng of the world- began were new, beau- 
tiful, and original to Margaret, who kissed and 
blessed her darling as if he had done a feat that 
never baby did before, and that interlude of 
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maternal enthusiasm over she made her father 
sit down by her sofa^ and talk to her about 
Jacky, and Mrs. Joan Clervaux. It was so good 
of bim, she thought^ to have come so far to 
see her, but he must not leave her to-morrow — 
certainly he must not leave her to-morrow ; she 
could not part with him so soon ; he must be kind 
now he had come to stay at Abbeymeads until 
they could all travel back together to Wild- 
wood. 

But Sylvan Holt shook his head, and told 
her the place weighed upon him Uke a night- 
mare; and he must get away in the morning 
if he meant to get away at all; and divining 
his meaning, she smothered her disappointment, 
and urged him no more. 

The Colonel and Elspie presently going out 
of the room, they were left to themselves for a 
short time, during which Sylvan Holt produced 
the Bible and the other little books that his 
daughter had left behind at the Grange, and 
asked her if they had been forgotten. 

Margaret coloured and laid her hand upon 
his softly. ^^ Father, no ; they were not forgotten. 

VOL. m. K 
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I diought yoa would find them when I was gone, 
snd because yon loye me that joa would read 
them, at first a little for m j sake, and that after- 
wards you would read them for a better reason.'' 
Her Toice trembled, and there was a glittering 
in her eyes, such as had not been seen there for 
many a long day. Her fsither todk her hand, 
and stroked and kissed it fondly: 

''You are a good girl, Maggie, and I ought 
to thank God for you more than I do. I will 
carry the books back for company," said he. 
'^ But you are reminding me of another of Jacky'a 
many messages — ^you must not shed tears OTer 
an unweaned child.'' 

''OI father, dear, I am much too happy to 
cry!" and the smile that broke oyer her bee 
Vke sudden sunshine dispersed the unfeJlen 



The next mormng, as soon as it was dawn. 
Sylvan Holt rode away £rom Abbejnmeads. The 
night before he had told Margaret that he should 
prepare to receive her at Wildwood in a tew 
weeks' time, but he took no farewell ; and when 
she asked for him the next day, Elspie told her 
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lie was gone. The Colonel said afterwards Aai 
he had been in no part of the house except Ae 
room in which he slept^ and that where his 
dan^ter laj. 

in a yerj little time more Margaret^i roses 
were again in full blush, and her gay and gracious 
presence was enlivening the whole house. Then 
came Mrs. Joan Clervanz from Qakfield, ihe 
Laird and Katie fit)m Manselands, and Cecj with 
the Stewarts from Germanj^ to assist at die 
christening of the heir. It was a great gala daj 
at Abbejmeads. The church l>ells renewed their 
merry peals^ the tenants and cotters were sump- 
tuously feasted, and the orphans frcnn Brighte- 
banke, all in trkn new frocks and ribbons, formed 
a lane of iBowers for the baby to go up in 
processicm, and besides their other enjoyments 
were each permitted to kiss him afterwaids as lie 
lay sleeping in Elspie's hif. There was feasting 
at Manselands also; and even Jacky insisted 
on holding a tea-party at Wildwood mojhx 
to another that was taking pkoe at Oakfield ; and 
if good wishes would have macadamised the littk 
fellow's path through life, or blessings floated 

K S 
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him to HeftTen, an easjr pOgrimage was aasiu r ed to 
him that day. 

When this impcnrtant occasion was past, and the 
gnests were dispersed to their respectire homes, 
Margaret took a week's hreathing-time to enjoj 
rest in the sole presence of her husband and 
child before trarelling northwards to Blirkdale; 
Daring this brief interral often and often did she 
thank God, who had giren her so perfect and 
complete a life, and praj Him to lend her strengdi 
so to go throDgh it, that her haf^piness might not 
be her templationy and lead her to forget at 
whose hand she held it 

The day before that fixed for their jaamej- 
to Wildwoody Margaret drore to RiTerscoort to 
bid Mrs» HamDton good-bje, and to show her die 
babjywhomshehadonljonce seen;fbr her visit to 
Abbejmeadsy while Margaret was still confined to 
her room, had brought on a rdqpse ct her illness^ 
and carried her almost to the brink of the grave. 
She was sitting up in her room looking pallid and 
shrunken, but always wiA the same painful 
bean^ in her hce. She took the diiU in her 
anna but was too weak to nurse him, and soon 
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restored him to Elspie. She lihen began to speak 
of herself as again fast recovering, and said that 
she had been ordered to Nice for the winter, 
which would quite set her up — ^her favourite 
servant was going with her, but nobody else. 
Her mother would be better away from her, she 
thought, but her father would try to get over to 
see her. Katie Grant had offered herself, but she 
had declined to take her from home for such 
tedious pastime as nursing an invalid. She 
alluded to her certain retom in the spring, 
remarking that Rupert's boy would be growing 
quite a tall fellow tlien, and in no one thought or 
word betraying any consciousness of her actual con- 
dition. Margaret spoke hopefully and cheerfrdly, 
too, but she felt neither — there was Death in the 
face before her, if Death ever casts his shadow of 
warning on any face that he is soon to seal his own. 
When Margaret rose to go away Mrs. Hamilton 
held her hand long, and parted with her reluctantly. 
" Let me kiss the boy again — Margaret, teach 
Rupert's children to love me," were her last 
words as they separated — nevermore to meet on 
this side eternity 1 
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Margaret went liome inexpneasiU j WMJ denpd , 
2mi Smdiog hsr kasband alone in the stndj^ the 
pnt bar arnv lonnd Ids neck and tdd Um. ^Oh, 
Bi^M^we ahaU never see poor Frances againl 
jon mnat go and say good-bye to ber." 

Wben she ezpbined ber meaning farther, be 
seemed sadl j shocked and pained, and earij on 
&e morrow he went to Riyerscoarty and tried 
to get admittance to Francesi* [»iesence; but a 
message was brought him to the efiect that she 
was too weak to see any one, and he went awaj 
disappointed. Margaret was grieved, too, both 
for him and lor her, espedaUj when she saw what 
a restless and unsettling effect was produced xspoa 
his mind; she, howeyer, hastened their start 
£rom home, and a couple of hours after his 
unsuccessftd yisit to Biyerscourt, they were 
joomeying fast on the great north road towards 
Mhrkdale. The Colonel was silent and pre- 
occupied all the way, and Margaret refirained 
firom breaking in upon his absorbed mood — she 
probably appreciated the conflict in his mind 
as something with which she must not inter- 
meddle. 
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Tkqrdid not aniye at Wildwood imtil quite 
dmk, and Jack j's greying to Margaret as alio 
dsKorided from the carriage was hij^^ character- 
ntie: ^^I thowt we was nereae to see yoa onj 
nair!'' cried she; ^ bat 3roa're come to stay noo ; 
we sal na' be far lettbg jou nm awa' again in a 
knrrj^ I can tell you! Let me baye hold o' t* 
boBDie bairn I Oh! but I 'd much ado wi^mysdf to 
keep fra' coming to see you baith ! " 

Slqpte with dignified reluctance yielded her 
predons charge to Jacky 's arms^ who^ detecting her 
doubts of her capability to hokl him {nroperlj, 
announced with a hearty laugh ; '^ I'm thinking IH 
ssrprise you^ Elspie ; I can nurse in a real pur- 
pose-like way I Sal I tell you? I Ve been practising 
fur t' last month on all t^ weans ¥ Beckford I Oh I 
but I can toss a baby noo as weel as ony 
grandmother o' em all — as weel as I can toss a 
pancake ! " 

And with that she began to dandle the child in 
truly orthodox style, while he plunged one of his 
little fists at her hard face^ as if its hue and pdish 
excited his youthful £uicy. Having got him fairly 
into her possession, she did^not yield him up until he 
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demanded his mother with importonity : and eren. 
then she stood by smiling all oyer^ and so pei^ 
yaded from head to foot with ecstasy^ that Mai^gar^ 
laughed and said she was gone bahynnad ! Ellspte 
happening to leave the room, Jacky, who r^aided 
her by virtue of her oflSce and quaint dress with 
more awe than she r^arded anybody else, took the 
opportonity to plead her own cause confidentially 
with Margaret 

*^ Will you speak to your gran' Scottish dame to 
let me be oft i' t' nursery, my baim^ will you 
then ?" said she, earnestly. ^ IVe had Martha fra' 
Oakfield hired into t' kitchen, an' two other lasses, 
both o' them steady hands to work for f house- 
maiding. Sandy 11 wait at table, and though I sal 
ha' to look after 'em a' still, I sal ha' lots o' time 
npo' my hands, for t' wee, sweet baby ; bless him, 
bless him ! " and she dropped down on her knees to 
kiss the little parted lips that his mother turned 
towards her. ^^ Alexander Sylvan you ca' him ? 
Its a lang name for sic a sma' thing, a vera 
lang name for sic' a sma' thing! But he'll 
grow up to it, and be as big as his father some 
dayl" 
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•* We call him Alick for shorty Jacky. There, 
he puts out his arms ; jou may take him while 
Elspie dresses me for dimier. Here she comes to 
see JOU nurse him so cleverly. I dare say she 
will be often glad to hand him over to you; he is a 
solid weight for his age." 

To see Jacky's sturdy figure in the red satinet 
gown prancing up and down the room with the 
child on her hand was a picture to stir the gravity 
of a judge ; all her dignity of manner^ all her 
crabbed repose of countenance were fled^ her de- 
light and enthusiasm had quite exalted her out of 
herself. 

'^ He's the beautifullest bairn!" cried she^ almost 
whistling the superlative ; " an' how manfully he 
sits up^ to be sure. His back's as stiff as my ain. 
Ane 'd think t' Colonel had had him at t' drill 
already. He '11 be a rare soldier when he grows 
up." And then she broke into a song and a queer 
figure dance which she footed to the inspiriting tune 
with the agility of eighteen : occasionally fiicking a 
thumb and third finger after the manner of cas- 
tanets to mark the time distinctly. Alick seemed 
to approve most highly of this vigorous manifold 
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; and Khfi^ widioiit Ae MiUfitjcJiimj^ 
ranaiked Ant tliat was how a child shodU be 
mned. Indeed, Jackj showed bendf ao mtum 
pbhed in Ae art that the old Scottidi damcni 
!■ rfi, Wiiaia] Tiews were quite aalofiedy and after 
that first exhibition of akiU dbe nercr made aay 
dilBrnUj about soiiendering her chaise wheuef er 
die other wished it — ^which was alniost ahivji* 
Jmckj now wore the red satinet gown em 
»ai.», »d>l>ile oideriDg Ae boose with d« 
cesBof a siqperior mind whose natural position ii is 
to mky she modesdy kept hersdf as nnderling in 
the nnrserj for fear of offence. 

This was the gahi time of allJackj's life. To 
describe her serene happiness one boor and her 
ecstasies of plajfnlness another is impossible: 
indeed, she ooold not hersdf have csplainsd 
her feelings. Margaret's ezpressioQ is the oaljr 
one that approaches thdr emberance;- 
^ babyHDoad*'* 



TJBOB 8TA6 HUNT. 139 



CHAPTER XI. 



THE STAG HUNT, 



III coming to Wildwood^ Cdbnel Fielding and 
Idarguret had agreed beforehand that they 
would live there as Sylvan Holt did; that is, 
aa if they were quite out of the reach of society. 
As soon as^ their arrival was known> Mirkdale 
called upon them in due state and form, and 
the call was punctiliously returned; but when 
invitations showered upon them to dine at houses 
&VLT, aix, eight and even ten miles away, they 
were each and all declined. They did not intend 
to go oat, neither did they int^id to recdve com- 
pany, unless Mrs. Joan Clervaux and Bell Row- 
ley came under that head. The former was 
always welcome, and the latter would not stay 
i^way ; she preferred being anywhere rather than 
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at home: home^ she said, was so atrodoosly 
dull Her mamma was always sewing; Fanny 
was always reading; the baby was always cry- 
ing; and the school-room was always full of 
little brothers and sisters, who were always at 
lessons under an old goTemess who was always 
cross. Bell often declared that her life was be- 
come a burden to her, and she was glad to bestow 
its tedium on anybody new, let them be ever so 
unwilling to receive it In fact, she longed to 
be married, and to have an establishment of her 
own as rich and luxurious as that at Abbey- 
meads ; and sometimes she felt angry at .the fate 
which had made her one of eleven children, 
instead of an only daughter and wealthy heiress 
like Margaret Her sister Fanny was recently 
engaged to the comfortable young rector of 
Middlemoor, and was soon to be married; a 
state of things peculiarly aggravating to Bell, who 
wished the ancient practice, which prevailed in 
the country of Laban, of not giving the younger 
daughter in marriage until the elder was disposed 
of, could have been introduced into English 
&milies. Perhaps Fanny was rather more vain 
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and f assy and alladed silly to green stockings oftener 
than was amiable or pleasant to BelFs feelings ; 
but then she had had to smart so long under a 
sense of tyranny^ that a small degree of triumph 
in her dignified circumstances might surely be 
pardoned her. She was unfelgnedly glad to be 
married^ not only because her mamma would be 
thus relieved from any more anxiety about the 
settlement in life of one of her nine daughters, 
but because she admired the Rector as a superior 
man^ and contemplated her important position 
as' his wife with a natural and inherent com- 
placency which nothing could disturb or modify. 
She was not in love, neither was the Rector, but 
they were suitable to each other, both by character 
and training, and would make a very easy, self- 
satisfied, common-place couple. 

Sylvan Holt had that season rented of Sir 
Thomas Rowley all his shooting, so that Colonel 
Fielding might not lack sport when he came to 
Wildwood, and they were therefore frequently 
out both on the moor and in the Holm covers. 

Margaret was never now of their party; she 
kept at home and grew quietly domestic or only 
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went to meet them on their retvm from their 
excursions ; but Ae still rode frequendy, aad stSi 
in her heart longed sometimes &r the •old freedom 
of activity which was so natural to her. Mnu 
Joan Clervaux rallied her good-hnmooredlj on 
the subject^ and predicted that when the hontiiig 
began thej should see her out in the field as 
formerlj, to which Margaret replied^ ^ Oh^ nof 
Bupert would not like it I know his prejudices 
about women now^ and give in to them,*-— as isi 
course, all dutiftd and loving wives do gire ia 
their taste to their husbands' pleasure. (?) BeH 
Sowlej, who heard Margaret's meek acquiescence 
in the ColoneFs prejudices, ridiculed her uamerci- 
fidlj, and vowed that when her time came 
(tie., to be married) she wotdd have a clause 
inserted in the settlements to stipulate diat she 
should hunt twice in the week, if such were her 
pleasure, and that a breach of the said clause 
should be just and sufficient ground tor demand- 
ing a separate maintenance. Perhaps BeU% 
incautious waj of promulgating her sentiments 
was a principal reason wh j no one had jet been 
tempted to undertake her management in the 
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conjugal state. Old Paley had thought of her 
£br a little while^ but she had destroyed her 
diance with the richest and stupidest of the 
Mirkdale commoners by railing at her mother 
in his hearing5 and administering a box on the 
ear to her smallest sister for treading on her 
toes. Mr. Paley expressed his sentiments to the 
friend, whom he had previously consulted about 
hatj rather plainly^ and only when they were 
Tcqported to her by a good-natured mutual ac- 
quaintance did Bell know what she had missed. 
She was very angry, but she only laughed ; and 
some people said — on her authority — that she had 
refused Mr. Paley. 

When Colonel Fielding and his wife came to 
the Grange, they foond that Litton Castle, which 
had been deserted many years, was being put into 
order as a winter residence for its owner, and a 
few days later the Earl and Coimtess of Framling- 
ham came down and took possession. Imme- 
diately after Sir Harry Trafford announced that 
he should have a stag hunt in the beginning of 
November, and three more in the course of the 
season. A stag hunt in Mirkdale was always an 
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event of the greatest excitement The entire 
population^ with the exception of the bed-ridden 
and the infants in arms^ made it their business to 
appear at the spot where the animal was to be 
tamed down^ and to pursue it on *^ shank's nag^" 
if they had no better mount, until exhausted 
nature gave way; when they dropped upon 
stone-heaps and by hedge-sides to take breath, and 
to listen to the sweet cry of the hounds ringing 
&inter and fainter until it died into silence miles 
away; then they would return home, wearied, 
but full of the proud delusion that they had 
assisted at a stag hunt Bell Rowley, as soon as 
she had tired everybody at Bransby by talking 
about it, set off in high glee to the Grange, where 
she anticipated conversationally every fact of 
horsewomanship which it was possible or impos- 
sible she could perform on the occasion. 

^' And I hope you mean to show yourself in the 
field, too ? " said she to Margaret, rather sternly. 
'* You must, you know," 

'^ No ; I think not," was the rather hesitating 
i^pljf with a glance at the Colonel, who had 
been listening to Bell's rhapsodies. 
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"Yes, Margaret, you shall go. Why should 
you stay away, when you would enjoy it so 
much?" said he. 

Margarets countenance brightened exceedingly : 
** I should enjoy it very much, if you would like 
me to be there ; only I thought you wished me 
to give up all my wild sports now that I 
am a sedate matron,'' was the laughing 
answer. 

" Give up your wild sports and destroy your 
health, Maggie," interposed Sylvan Holt; "that 
will never dol Macmichal was warning you 
against yielding to softness and indolence yester- 
day — ^I overheard him. He said you muist keep 
up your hardy habits at Wildwood, whatever you 
do at Abbeymeads and elsewhere." 

The Colonel gave in his adhesion to the same 
opinion without any symptom of reluctance or 
disapproval; perhaps his wife had converted 
him to the idea that a woman may be perfectly 
gentle and feminine, and yet like a wild, exciting 
gallop now and then* 

" I shall obey with pleasure," cried Margaret, 
and she made her husband a little mock reverence, 

VOL. m. L 
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M a reminder of the lectures he used brmerlj 
to Bisimuite on the proprieCj or improprietj 
<^ her outnloor amusements. 

^ ih' ofie can object to a stag hunt <n moral 
gKonnds^— even mamma does not^** said Bell^ 
dogmaticallj* ^^ The animal enjoys the nm qoite 
as BUieh as we do^ for he must have found out by 
dtts time — unless he is densdy stapid — ^that the 
hounds are never allowed to touch him. He has 
been hunted hatf a doz^i times already^ and I 
can fancy him laughing at them as he goes away; 
eaa't you?'* 

^ I never took that view of his feelings before> 
but it is such a pleasing one that I shall^ entertam 
it in futnre^^ saad the Colonel^ laughing. 

** Oh, the creature reasons by analogy — ^not a 
doubt of rt Six times have I been caught and 
six times have I escaped scot free, that is his reflec* 
tbn — or might be — and so I dare say he is Y&ty 
f^mi to get a good stretch across the country^^ 
He is no more going to be killed than the boj 
who plays the hare in Hare and Hounds is» and 
he knows it. Privately, I must confess that so 
flur aa my own feelings go, it takes some nea^ from 
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the qport^ htti tfiai can't be helped in fteae 
dkgenerate dxyBJ* 

Bell made a grimace of compassion for the 
moGterm weakness which shrank from the s%ht of 
blood; and then, recollectbg how h^ mother had 
uvpressed upon her the necessity of alwajrs 
iflKfiuriag after the baby with an appearance 
of interest^ whether she felt any or not» she 
■odcfenly asked, 

** By the by,, how is. the little kid, colt> or 
whatever it is ; has. he begjcin to walk yet ? ^ uid 
was evidently much relieved when Margaret, 
wkliottt proposing a personal introduction, replied 
that he was flourishing, but still in his nurse^s 
arms. 

*'I'm glad to hear it, very glad to hear it,^ 
mtk almost too mn(dii emphasis &r the occasion. 
''And what do you call him pray? " 

Bdl had asked this question so often before that 
Margaret could not help laughing as she answered 
it— *^ Alexander Sylvan.** 

*^ I have a bad memory for names, but I Uke a 
doubles-barrelled one, and I think I shall remem- 
ber his. You may gii^ him a kisa from me^— I 

L 3 
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don't know or care much mboot liibies myself, bat 
Fann J will come and nurse him for joa die whole 
long da J if yon like. I mnst say good-bye now ; 
we shall meet at the stag hunt on Tneaday.* 
And Bdl departed, pluming hersdf highly on the 
very superior style in which she had acquitted 
herself of the domestic inquiries and congratola* 
tions. 

The stag was to be turned down near Ghrey* 
scaur at half-past twelve on the day of the hunt, 
and thither accordingly rode Sylvan Holt, 
Colonel Fielding, and Margaret, passing on the 
road a heterogeneous multitude of country folks 
mounted on ponies and donkeys of erery d^ree 
of incapacity for going, mixed up with flocks of 
pedestrians. There were fiirmers on lumbering 
cart-horses or perched np in old fashioned gigs ; 
there was the hunting tailor on a raw4x>ned 
steed, the hunting tailor from Beckford, without 
whose pert nose and vociferous tongue no Mirk* 
dale field was complete ; there was Mn WOmot 
on a fiery chestnut going to deliver tracts, 
perhiqps ; Mr. Paley, chin in air, as usual, <m 
a gigantic grey, which diminished his person by 
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eomparison to the dimensions of Billy Button ; Sir 
Thomas Rowley^ stifF^ tall^ and dignified; old 
Blounte^ straight of port> ruddy of countenance; 
Sir Harry Trafford, and a gay bevy of sporting 
ladies in every variety of hat and feather. After 
Sir Harry went a troop of huntsmen, grooms, 
and hounds. By and by, at a spanking trot, 
came along the old Earl of Framlingham ; a grand, 
soldierly, grey haired man, with a pointed beard 
and a long drooping moustache ; his wife, as fair and 
fragile as a wild wood anemone but with a certain 
eager fire in her countenance, rode at one side of 
him, and his eight-year-old heir at the other. The 
Earl had served in India with Colonel Fielding, 
and a hearty recognition took place, after which, 
their wives being introduced to each other, the 
two groups rodq forward to Greyscaur together. 
Margaret looked wonderfully beautiful that day ; 
there was not an eye in the field that did not seek 
her with strong admiration. It was not only her 
delicate bloom of face, or her perfect grace of 
form that attracted, but her spirited buoyant air 
and the quick lively sense of thorough enjoyment 
that animated her whole appeaipance. People who 
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flaw her tiiat daj remembered and qiioted her 
jears alW as the most difitingaished and tmi j 
noble locddng woman th^ Jiad ever beheld. 

The scene was as lively as a picture from «i M 
book of sports^ aU movement^ dash^ and glitter ; 
the day was clear and cold^ withoat either son or 
frost — a cheerful inspiriting day^ with shadows of 
dkmd moving from the west^ and a pleasant breese 
which might rise before night into a strong wind* 
Mirkdale through all its degrees had come out in 
force, but Margai*et^ as well as many others, was 
snrfrised not to have seen amongst the crowd 
Miss Bdl Rowley and her well known bay. Still 
greats was her astonishment when they came 
suddenly upon that enterprising young lady 
plodding abng by the way side on her own 
natural supporters. It was very humiliating 
to Bell to be so caught ; she had meant to reach 
Grqrscaur in advance and to get into hiding in 
Ae brushwood before anybody else arrived there, 
but being d^eated in her intentions she gallanlly 
heed it out, and while accidentally walking into a 
fbrze-bush in her confusion, she exclaimed — 

^ I lamed my horse yesterday and have nothing 



THE STAG HUVT. 161 

to ride5 joa see, but I was determined not to nnas 
the Irant for all that I " While she was «xtricaln^ 
herself from the prichly bush, the whole field 
swept hy, and she was left scditarj npon &ib 
road ready to cry with mortification. She begm 
to fear that after all her weary tmnp from 
^ransby, she might be too late and miss the 
start ; until at last it struck her that to go strai^it 
across the country would bring ' her sooner to an 
eligible post of observation than keeping to the 
high road. She fixed upon a UtAe conical htil 
with a crest of fir-^trees, and began to make 
straight towards it over a ploughed fididj untfl Ab 
was brought to a check by a rudely built wall of 
loose stones. That was easily surmounted; Ihen 
came another {toughed field up-lull, and a second 
wall ; next a grass-field, a quick-set hedge — and a 
stoppage. Bell ground her teeth as she ran alon^ 
this hedge looking for a gap ; but gap tibere was 
none. She was obliged to turn badk iato ^ 
next field, and found there a contianatioB of the 
insurmountable hedge with a five-barred gale 
padlocked. Twioe the number of bars would not 
have daunted Bell; she was over the gate mi 
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a tfrinkliiig, and toiliiig throng anotba plon^ied 
field of Terj tenacious earth, which clogged her 
feel hearilj. More walls, more gales, more 
qnick-aet hedges, and more retracing of steps 
hrooght her at last to the hill-top. 

She looked eagerly roond — ^there was not 
a soul in si^t, not a hound, not a horse — 
nothing. 

The blank prospect was discouraging enough to 
try the patience of a philosopher, and BeU, as 
we know, was no philosopher. Greyscaur was 
beyond her; the meet, most likely was beyond 
it again, and the shoulder of the hill concealed it 
from her in her present position. 

At last she espied a horseman riding hard along 
the road, and perceiving by the turn he took that 
her speculation was correct, she set forward once 
again ; after more turnings, doublings, and diffi- 
culties than need be chronicled she gained a field, 
over the gate of which three women In short 
woollen bed-gowns were leaning; she hastened 
towards them, and was told that the stag had 
been turned down ten minutes since, but that it 
was still in sight 
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This gate opened upon the highroad by which, 
if Bell had come, she would have arrived in time 
for the start; on the opposite side of it was 
a lovely, sloping, grass field in which were 
gathered hunters and hounds impatiently waiting 
until the animal had got well away. One of 
the women pointed in the direction it had taken, 
and Bell who was rather short-sighted, looked 
very hard at a black object some distance off and 
said. Oh 'yes, she saw it But the woman, 
following the direction of her eye, exclaimed 
contemptuously, **Not you I that's a bod's nest 
in a tree I Look more to the right, away by that 
stone fence-^There, it 's ower," and just at that 
identical moment. Bell perceived the stag dimi- 
nished to the size of a crow, vault over the wall, 
and make for the Femdikes. She exclaimed that 
there would be no sport, she was sure ! the hounds 
would run in upon him in twenty minutes unless 
somebody headed him back, and she gave the 
three women, who had been stone-picking, an ex- 
citing account of the last time he was hunted, and 
then told them the deplorable reason why she was 
not again distinguishing herself as she had done 
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on tbat occasion. They all pitied her very smicli, 
and while she was smarting under tbeir eon- 
dolences^ the hounds broke into full cry, and 
llie field was all excited movement. 

She saw Sylvan Holt on his magnificent blade 
horse^ Faustus, and the gallant old Sari of 
Framlingham^ with Colonel Fielding behind him, 
ride straight at a fence and go over, while the 
young Countess, Margaret, the little boy, and 
all the other ladies, flashed by her at a gallop, 
making for a line of gates which a grocm dashed 
forward before them to open. 

'^Ahl" said Bell, with a groan of anguish, 
^ if I had been there I should have taken the 
fences like the men ! I never rode for a gate in 
my life; I would not pretend to hunt at dS, 
if I were not bolder than that. I can «ee the 
Countess is a timid rider, and I suppose Margaret 
modifies her daring to please the Colonel, for 
I have watched her on poor Crosspatch go over a 
fence like a bird — very weak and silly of her k is 
to give up what she does so admirably to gratify 
his whims." 

Bell snorted dissadsfection as in the excitement 
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of Ab duHie tke gay troop passed h^ qidte xa^ 
dmETvei. She stood at tbe gate watching theot • 
first the pale eager-eyed Oonntess with her son 
hesidd her dashed by, bat Margaret in % mosaeat 
took the lead, her glance kindling, her lips jet, 
her cheek afiame, her hair flying loose, and % 
long scarlet feather waving down amongst it 
She rode a beaxitifiil horse that day, 9xid as Ihe 
CUonel's groom was with her, she went away 
hi a direct line, and Bell soon had the satisfac* 
tion to see that she, at least, when she had got 
into the spirit of the run, would not tnrm a 
st^ out of her way to avoid any obstacle; she 
kflt sight of her at last, but not until she was 
ridkig alongside of Faustas and her father, with 
&B Colonel close behind. 

The other ladies were, for the most part, either 
indiflferent riders or indifferently mounted ; there 
mB Lady Traffiird, Johnny Blounte — a young 
kdy of Bell's ozd^, with a deep red complexion 
attributable to weather — and Miss Bleete, a prim, 
affidcted, elderly girl, who came out sometimes 
in a surprising — not to say improper — ^manner 
for her condition and time of life ; and many 
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other ladies^ some of whom^ Bell sarcastically 
saidj did not look at all at home in their saddles. 
Even these were presently out of sight with a 
miscellaneous tag-rag and bob-tail^ who followed 
patiently their shadow of a chase in a dogged 
spirit of perseverance worthy of a cause more 
likely to be successful. The three woollen bed- 
gowns returned to their stone-pickings and Bell 
then found herself left one of an ignominious 
tribe of idle folk^ who had nothing to do but 
walk home again. 

The excitement over^ fatigue began to assert 
itself; she was sure she had never felt so weary 
in her life^ and how she was ever to get back 
to Bransby she really did not know. Her sore- 
footedness made her humble - minded for once^ 
and seeing a spring-cart belonging to a miller 
from Bransby amongst the throng of vehicles 
wending slowly away from Greyscaur, she con- 
descended to tell the driver that he might give 
her a lift home^ which he obligingly did. And 
such was the triumphant end of Bell Rowley's 
stag hunt — a humiliating experience of which she 
was never found to boast 
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Meantime the chase went gallantly on. Not- 
withstanding Bell's prediction to the contrary 
there was excellent sporty and Margaret was one 
of the first in at the end of the ran. The stag 
took refage in an outhouse quite unhurt^ the 
disappointed hounds were whipped off^ and he 
was conveyed safely away in his covered van 
to furnish future sport, while the hunters dis- 
persed their nearest way home talking in exhila- 
rated tones of the capital run he had given 
them. Margaret said to the Colonel she would 
not have missed it for the world; and in the 
height of her sympathetic good spirits she re- 
membered poor discomfited Bell, and wished they 
had known of her misfortune at Wildwood in 
time to lend her a horse. Then she began to 
speculate to herself upon the time when little 
Alick would gallop his pony beside her, and go 
out hunting as that pretty boy of the Countess 
of Framlingham's had that day done beside his 
mother. She had a beautifiil vision in her mind 
of training him up to be a hardy, brave man 
like his father, and yet keeping his gentleness 
and tenderness for ever fresh. She was so occu- 
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piel wilh her fimdes that she wat wnmmmwJy 
flfloit until thqr wese dose at home, when ker 
husband, who had been oooyeraa^ with SjlvaB 
Holly asked what she was thmlring o£ 

^ Onr bo J, God bkss him," ssid ihe. 

^ And I daiesaj our boj is Ainkingof his 
mother, too, God bless hstl ^ rqplied the G>lonel, 
warmljr. 

They were now at the Grange, and he fifted 
her from her horse, telling her with a geatla 
flattery that had lost none of its charm for her, 
that she had been the qneen of the day, as beanti>* 
fal and spirited as Diana, hecsdf, only not so eoU 
and seyere. 



^ 
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CHAPTER XIL 



A FALSE STEP. 



It is probable that moat persons wbose eommeree 
with, the woirld has been wide, have, once or 
twiee ui tbeir lifetixne, been Ihnnderstruck bj 
some extraordinary moral overthrow, which mi^it 
well akdce their confidence even in their own 
tminaculate virtue and int^rity. An individnal 
who- has passed from youth fo middle age in 
the highest worldly honour and respectabilify> 
aK at once gives bis former course the lie by 
some one outrageous act, that wrecks his fortune 
and his future as utterly as if he had gone all 
his days in the crooked paths of wilful trans*- 
gressions; This individual has come suddenly 
in view of his peculi.:r temptation, the onlj 
temptation that could stir him from his sdid 
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standing ground ; the temptation, perhaps, bears 
its known penalty in its hand, but yet it wears 
a guise so lovely, it drags at his heart-strings 
with such a sweet persistence, that all the rest 
of the world seems as nothing to him — even 
the loss of his own soul seems as nothing. There 
is his desire I let him enjoy it to-day, if he die 
for it to-morrow. • 

Or perhaps tlie temptation takes the face of 
an expediency, or of a duty, or of an appeal 
to some really holy and high sentiment, which 
yet may be wronged in the using, though it 
be ever so noble in itself. The first step taken 
to meet it, temptation lays aside its mask and 
stands revealed — a selfish deformity, handfasted 
to its weak victim, who, staring fascinated at 
the Gorgon-visage, dares not disclaim its com- 
pany, but lets it lead him as it will down the 
encumbered path of evil consequences. 

A perfect fever of longing to behold France 
Stanley again, took possession of Colonel Fielding 
soon after he and Margaret went to Wildwood. A 
letter had come to him from her at Nice to tell 
him she was dying. She did not ask his presence. 



A FALSE STEP. 161 

but bj the aching echo of old days within him7 
self, he knew how she craved for it The same 
yearning feeling came over him also; one more 
look at her dear face, one more farewell from 
her beloved lips, he must have, let the conse- 
quences be what they might In this craving 
there was surely no great wrong: his love for 
Frances was purified of passion long ago; it 
was not now a pleasant thought to him — nay, 
it was the most sorrowful thought he had; a 
father's tenderness for a sick child, the faithful 
affection of friend for friend, are not more blame- 
less than the remembrance, made up of love, 
pity, and regret, which he had of Frances. The 
barm lay less in his desire to bid her farewell, 
to receive her last look of earthly kindness, than 
in the expedient he devised to obtain his desire. 
If he had told Margaret what he wished, openly 
and candidly, she would have bade him go, 
though she might have felt a cruel jealous pain 
in her own great love: still, knowing, as she 
did, what they had been to each other, she 
would have bade him go in all confidence; 
but he distrusted her noble heart, he turned 

VOL. UL K 



162 SYLYAH HOLT'S DAUGHTEB. 

eoward^ and decsired her: a weak, a wicked^ 
a miserable deception for them both. 

He had deferred hitherto taking anj Rtopa 
towards giving up his profession; bat when his 
son was bom both Margaret and Us mother 
had been urgent with him to delay no loiter; 
he had therefore proposed to himself to settle 
his wife and child at Wildwood with Sylvan 
Holt, and then to take a few days' run np to 
town on this necessary business : it now served 
him as a sufficient -excuse, and alleging no other 
to his trusting wife, he left her. He made no 
stay in London, but passed straight through to 
Dover, crossed the channdi, and travelled night 
and day to Nice, which he reached on the fourth 
morning after leaving Wildwood. 

Not without some sharp twinges of remorse 
and worse than remorse was this journey made ; 
in its hurry he could do nothing but think how 
he would write to Margaret and explain, sparing 
her feelings as much as possible. Then he re- 
membered that he had left Frances's letter behind, 
and if she should chance to light upon it, dbe 
would learn that he had wilfully taken advantage 
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of her conHdenoe; and someliuiig 'su^ggested 
that she might resent it m a waj he wodd 
not contemplate. Most ardently did he mow wkk 
that he had acted openly by her; butj in tke 
meantime, every torn of the wlwels broi:|^bft 
him nearer to Frances^ and once in lier preaenoe 
he forgot all but the dear lore of his yonth— » 
alone, dying, widi ooly a servant and atrangera 
aroand her — surely Margaret, enyironed widi 
ao many joys, wovid apare him to her a liAtla 
while. She received him with eager welcome; 
she knew he would come to her, i^ said; dba 
knew Margaret had too great a heart to deny 
her this last consolation; and he did not tdUi ker 
how that Margaret was altogether igaoraat of 
his proceedings. 

Frances "was now familiar with the crad, 
tantalizing charact^ of her complaint Her 
physician, seeing her so confident, had deemed 
it his duty gently to represent that there was 
no recovery for her, and that every fluctaatioii 
brought her nearer to her death. It vras in 
the midst of the aoAened thoughts caused by 
this announcement, that she had written %a 

H 2 
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Colonel Fielding the touching letter which had 
hroQght him to her side. His arrival rallied 
her» and in the excitement of their meeting, he 
could perceive no material change since he 
had seen her last Her eyes were bright, her 
cheek was flushed — it was hard to believe that 
«he was dying; harder still when he began to 
feel and see how her love for him survived 
the wreck of all besides. But the next rooming 
she was pale and prostrate ; he could not think of 
any other besides her ; the end seemed almost 
come, and now he craved for a few more days of 
life, and she craved them too — oh God, how 
ardently I This longing to live seemed to give her 
the power; she suffered, but she breathed, and 
spoke, and looked like one who would hold death 
at bay. In his feverish anxiety for her. Colonel 
Fielding almost forgot Margaret during three or 
four days ; he did not write to her ; it was a week 
since he had left Wildwood, and it was now 
too late ; she must have learnt where he was from 
others. ''Too lateP those words of hopeless 
reproach had never before had to him so mourn- 
ful a sound as they had now. '' I would write to 
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her and explain, but it is too late^ said he, and 
so he did nothing. 

Meantime, there were haunting fears moving 
stealthily in Wildwood Grange ; terrible anxieties 
growing and ripening hourly. When three days 
had elapsed, and there came no letter to Mar- 
garet from her husband in London, she wrote to 
him, and waited the return of the post for his 
answer without much care; but when the fifth 
morning brought her nothing, she began to ask 
herself what could be the reason oi^ his silence. 
Still her happy, unsuspicious temper staved off 
fear ; she thought he had probably declined 
writing because he might return to her at any 
hour. Sylvan Holt, however, remarked his 
silence, and asked her if the Colonel was a 
dilatory correspondent 

Margaret said — *^ I should imagine not, but 
I have had small occasion to prove him yet, 
father. If there is no letter to-morrow morning, I 
shall expect to see him before night." . 

But the morrow's post was also a blank, and 
the Colonel did not appear as his wife hoped 
he would; neither did the seventh morning bring 
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kr aiij tidings. In^Mtecf iMrsdf abBbegm I0 

be uneasy and restless^ and that day tke myrtcfj 
wwm aoqdamed. Ske weat down to Oakfidd to see 
Mim» Joan denraux^ and found her rather harried 
like hmdf ; Hiss Bell Rowlej was ibtae, and her 
eooTersatkm often had a raffling effect on the eld 
hdy't nerres. They had aome desultory talk 
aboai the Littim Castle people, and presently Bell 
said ahmpdy — ** I understand Colood Fielding is 
gone abroad ? " 

^ Oh ! no ; only to London <m boaiDess — he is 
going to give np his commission^* replied Mar- 
garet, striTing not to show how startled she was. 

** Hnn^ t * snorted Bell, regarding her with a 
hard, derisire, inquisitorial eye* ^ Then it most 
have been his double.^ 

'^ Margaret, the fact is, that Bell hears firom her 
friends, the Barlows, who are at Nice, that 
Colonel Fielding arrived there last Thursday 
morning — I assure her it must be a mistake.'* 

^^ Barlow says he spoke to him, and that the 
C<4onel told him he had come to see a sick friend; 
now who can that be? * said BelL 

^'Mrs. Hamilton," replied Margaret, quietly. 
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She erected her head^ but her colour changed, and. 
her lip trembled; there was nowhere in the world 
a worse dissembler than Margaret ^^ She is in a 
dying state, and he is gone to take leave of her,^ 
added she. • 

^^ Well, when I am mamed I shall not let mj 
husband go to attend the deathbeds of his old 
sweethearts without getting my permission first," 
cried Bell ; ^^ and I don't say that I should grant 
it if asked for. How did you enjoy the stag 
hunt ? You had a finer run than I expected you 
would have JErom the start; I must manage better 
than to be dismounted when the next comes oiSl 
I am riding Fanny's pony to-day. I hear it 
pawing with impatience — 'tis a fidgetty thing, but 
handsome. Come out, and see it" 

Margaret allowed herself to be conducted to the 
avenue, where a groom was leading the pony about 
Bell displayed her points, commented on Fanny's 
stinginess in not letting her ride it on the day of 
the hunt, and then mounted briskly. As she rode 
away, she called aloud to Margaret — " I hope you 
will get the Colonel safe back, but if I were you 
I should be very much disposed to give him 
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bis c&ngi altogether. It was very unhandsome 
conduct in him to deceive you about where be was 
going to." 

The man servant stared, and Margaret, half 
suffocated with her indignation, returned to the 
drawing-room* Mrs Joan Clervaux met her dis- 
turbed look with anxiety ; and remarked that Bell 
Rowley's intelligence was rarely to be depended 
upon for accuracy. 

** I think she is probably correct now," replied 
Margaret, striving to be calm and speaking with 
a curious slowness. ^^If Rupert had been in 
London he must have received my letter, and 
would have answered it. No doubt on arriv- 
ing there he heard that Frances was worse, 
and hurried away to see her. I cannot be sur- 
prised at it — ^he loved her. He will remember to 
write to me soon." 

Mrs Joan looked much dissatisfied. ** He ought 
to have written at once; Bell Rowley is an 
atrocious mischievous gossip,'' said she. *'I 
feel very angry with Colonel Fielding myself; he 
knows how little will give people food for talk in a 
place like Mirkdale. I hope you will write with- 
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out delay, Gipsy; and beg him to return to 
Wildwood immediately." 

Margaret's pride took fire at the idea of begging 
anything at Rupert's hands now. She perceived 
that Bell's communications to her old friend had 
been fuller than to herself, but she would not ask 
whiat they were. She felt a wretched straitening 
at her heart, and a vague overshadowing of impend* 
ing misery, but stUl with an attempt to appear as if 
she were not wounded or hurt at all, she took leave 
and returned home. Arrived there, she nursed 
her baby for a long hour, and afterwards, having 
gained a real outward calm, she sought her father, 
and told him what she had learned at Oakfield. 
Sylvan Holt was incensed at the meddlesomeness 
of the idle gossips, but as to the/act^ it was impos- 
isible, he said ; Colonel Fielding was incapable of 
such foolish and cruel conduct! His daughter 
took little comfort from this suggestion ; she knew 
what her father did not — that Rupert had loved 
Frances when they were both young, and that 
since his marriage his conduct had betrayed how 
profoundly that love had impenetrated his 
whole nature. 



170 STLYAH HOLT^S DAUGHTER. 

She hsd mach to endue daring die next two 
dajB. The post brought her nodungy and fke 
sknt indignation of Elqae and Jackj was hard to 
aee and suppress. Bdl Bowley and Tibbie Bjder 
combined had started a nmurar which ran thioo^ 
Mirkdale Kke wildfire. 

*' Colonel Fietding," said this mmoiir, "^had 
left his wile and gone abroad with another lad j. 
He had ill-ased her, th^ had quarrdled, th^ 
had separated, and shewascome home again to 
h^fiither— " 

Ko matter that it bore a lie on the face of it; 
there are always hundreds of good people readj to 
believe an evil rq)ort, and there was no lack cf 
belieyers in this. 

One morning (Colonel Fielding had then been 
ten dajs absent from the Grange) Jacky found 
Mrs. Hamilton's letter, and carried it to the parlonr 
where Sylvan Holt and his daughter were. 
Margaret instandy recognised the writing, and, by 
die post mark, knew that it had reached her 
husband just before he left her — that it had pro- 
bably summoned him, and that he imutt hare 
deliberately deceived her. She pressed her hand 
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over her heart and turned deadlj pale; she fdt 
keenly^ craellj hamiliated* 

^ I did not think he could have distrusted me 
•Oj but I will not read the letter,'* said she ; and 
cast it upon the fire, where it shrirdled up in a 
moment 

** What is it, Margaret ?* asked her father. 
'' Good God, chUd I what is it ?*" 

*' Tia a letter from Mrs. Hanolton to Rupert ; 
wheft he went away he hid his intentious from 
usk Nice, not London, was his Journey's 
end." 

The half-slumbering savagery of Sylvan Holt's 
nature awoke again, and breathed out in bitter, 
tcuruful denunciations, which had no tendency 
to slack the fires of his daughter's wrath. For 
a little while she sat perfectly still and silent, 
but her young face darkened with the dark 
passions bred in her blood. She had received 
a cowardly secret stab, and though she might 
draw the mantle of her pride close over die 
wtHtnd, she could not hide the anguish of it 
firoBs appearing in her countenance. A stem 
frozen determinatioa crusted orer the loving 
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warmth of her hearty and when she spoke^ at 
last, her few words were fierce and strong. 

'^I never desire to see his face again!" said 
she, hardly. " Never while I livCj do I desire to 
see his face again !" 

It was scarcely an hour after the discovery 
of the letter had been made that there appeared 
at the Grange, unannounced and unexpected, 
the Laird from Manselands, in a state of agitation 
almost inconceivable in a man of his natural 
placidity. He was going forward to Nice, he 
said ; would Margaret accompany him ? 

Certainly she would no^, was her reply. The 
Laird reasoned with her eagerly, remonstrated 
passionately ; whether he was a judicious mediator 
is doubtful — some of his expressions certainly 
incensed Sylvan Holt more deeply against his 
son-in-law, and dyed Margaret's brow with a 
stain of crimson shame. 

**If we are the world's talk, whose fault is 
it?" said she, hotly. '^Rupert has meanly y 
treacherowily deceived me. It appears that every 
one knew where he was gone except his wife, 
and I am left to learn it firom common rumour. 
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All the world could not have passed upon me the 
indignity that he has done ! " 

**He has been carried away by his feelings, 
but I am sure he meant to. spare you pain," said 
the Laird. 

"Spare me painl** echoed Margaret, indig- 
nantly. "If he had trusted in me as I hare 
trusted in him there need have been no pain. 
I should never have gainsaid his longing to 
be with Frances at the last. I have not now 
to learn that he loved her better than myself; 
I have not been so blind during the last few 
months, but that I have seen her influence to 
be greater than mine ever was or ever could 
ba But I was his wife, and I had faith in 
his honour. I never believed that he could 
make me the mark of idle gossipping 
tongues." 

There was no faltering in her voice as she 
spoke, and the sparkle in her beautiful eyes 
denoted anger rather than sorrow. 

" Rupert wrote to his mother to mediate 
between him and you : he feared that you would 
feel bitterly oflended," said the Laird. 
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Margaret's lips parted as if aha gwped fiur 
breath ; she crushed her hands hard together; 

** He knew me so little, he andervaloed mj love 
so poorly, as to suppose a m ediator meedful^ 
thought she; '^nay, but I have deceived mjsdf 
all along — he cannot have any heart for me 
at all I" Then she rose up proudly, and exclatmedf 
^'I repeat now what I said to my father whea 
Mrs. Hamilton's letter betrayed to us Rapertk 
delivered deception — I never deeire to see his f am 
again t^ And wiih that she swq^^t from the 
room and ran to her baby's cradle, where she 
wept herself ill and weary through half thai 
miserable day. 

The Laird was shocked and starded by her 
last words, and appealed to her father to call 
her back, saying that it was impossible he could 

carry such a message to his son ; but Sylvaa 

« 

Holt replied that he should uphold his daughter's 
decision — it was most just; Colonel Fielding 
had incurred reascmable indignation and contempt^ 
and need not look for reconciliation throu^ his 
mediation. 
*^But, Mr. Holt, let us regard this most 
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distressiiig business as men of the world and 
not as romandsts/' said the Laird, seriouslj. 
** Because idle rumour says so-iand-so, we are 
not bound to believe it true. What, after all, 
is mj son's crime?" 

Sylran Holt's swarthy &ce darkened as he 
replied — 

'^I do not know how fiur he has taxed his 
wife's forbearance, but I think too &r for her 
to condone the wrong. What Margaret said 
a little while ago was a revelation to me. It 
seems she was aware of this old attachment, and 
had suffered from its visible revival of late. 
If I could have suspected that he would ever 
subject her to this base humiliation, I would have 
laid her in Beckford churchyard rather than have 
given her to him." 

''But, Mr. Holt, consider her infatuated fond- 
ness for my son," pleaded the Laird. " Will she 
be happier in resenting her wrong than in for- 
giving it ? WiU you destroy or let hw destroy 
the happiness of her whole life for a mere pque 
of pride?" 

**A mere pique of pride!" repeated Sylvan 
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Holt, with angrj scorn I *^ is not her heart mor-^ 
tallj wounded too? Do yon sappofie that her 
in&toated fondness, as yon call it — her pore and 
faitbfol love, I shoold have said — will survive 
the discovery of her husband's treachery I I 
know my daughter's temper — she will not readily 
forgive a slight, with which the gossips have made 
free. He has degraded her in her own sight 
and in that of many others ; let him leave her 
now to those whom she can trust — ^for him she 
cannot" 

The poor old Laird was overborne and cowed 
by the tone and fierce gesticulation of Sylvan Holt, 
whom he now saw for the first time ; he felt as 
if there would be danger in any meeting between 
him and the Colonel for the present, and timidly 
repeated his anxious wbh for Margaret to accom- 
pany him to Nice. "He will not return while 
Frances lives, but when she is gone, poor soul, 
why should resentment last?" he added, in a low 
and anxious tone ; " Margaret might gain a per- 
manent influence by her pardon now, but if she 
shows a suspicious and uncandid temper, if she 
refuses his explanations let her look to it I Rupert 



A FALSE STEP. 177 

is proud and firm, too, and he never forgives. He 
is capable of taking her at ber word, and never 
letting ber see bis face again I" 

" Is tbat a tbreat ? ^ cried Sylvan Holt, facing 
round brusquely. **Is it your wisb to carry 
Margaret into tbe presence of tbis sentimental 
dying lady, tbat sbe may see witb ber own eyes, 
and bear witb ber own ears, bow little sbare sbe 
bas in ber busband's tbougbts and love I Sbe 
sball not go. No, Mr. Fielding, not even under 
tbe penalty you name I Sbe is not of tbat 
insensible, pblegmatic stuff wbicb can look on 
injustice tamely; it would bave been wiser not 
to bave employed a mediator. Sir, I can defend 
my daughter, and I will — Colonel Fielding sball 
find no friend in me. Let bim keep away from 
Wildwood: I wisb to God be bad never come 
there 1" 

At the last words bis stormy tones were 
lowered; Margaret's face, as he bad seen it 
during tbe few recent days, wan witb misery 
and vain hope, rose pallidly before bis inind. It 
was poignant torture to him. How be bad loved 
ber, cared for her, petted her in her happiness 
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and now that sorrow was come he felt utterly 
powerless I The reflecticm seined to drire him 
out of himself^ and he gave waj to one of 
those fmioas passions which used to sway him 
formerly. The Laird stood ag^iast imtil the 
oatborst ceased, and then with a depressing 
sense of how completely his mission had Mled^ 
betook his departure and hurried away on his 
journey, with Sylyan Holfs words of yiolent 
menace ringing in his ears. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



FRANCES. 



AiTER Colonel Fielding had written to his mother^ 
and before any reply could come^ he had aiD{)le 
space for dismal forebodings and regrets^ as 

he lingered honr after hour and day after day 

i 

in Frances's company. He could not take 
reftige in a reckless indifference^ though he 
had played so wantonly with the greatest stake 
he had in life. ^^ K Margaret would not forgiye 
him^' was the perpetual su^estion of his 
•conscience. How good, how worthy of all 
trusty had she be^i towards him in this very 
matter in which he had sinned against her I 
He had put a sli^t upon her love and faith» 
against which he knew both her heart and 
her pride would indignantly rebeL Already 
he imagined her reproaches; already he bepn 

N 2 
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to prepare his defence. His defence against 
what? What would be his accusation? Then 
he thought of her pain and her love which 
he had set at nought^ and felt with a ve^ed 
self-condemnation how vast was the love and 
how cruel would be the pain. He knew now 
that he had acted with a blindj infatuated follj, 
but through all the conflict in his mind he 
had to keep a quiet countenance for Frances's 
sake. For several days she had been gradually 
sinkings a few more lingering hours of weariness 
and weakness and his moumM task would 
be oyer — ^her great suflfering endedj his, perhaps^ 
to begin. But on the morning when he expected 
a reply from Manselands, she revived, as it 
seemed miraculously, and began to speak of 
seeing the spring again with something that was 
almost hope. 

^^ Rupert, you must go home to Margaret; 
I will not keep you away from her any longer," 
said she, cheerfully. ^'Tell her I shall come 
back yet to Riverscourt with a new lease of 
life to help her with her orphans at Brighte- 
banke." 
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Colonel Fielding tried to put ber off with 
an evasiye answer, but be could not disguise 
tbe miserable anxiety of bis countenance. 

"Rupert, Rupert! don't tell me you are 
bere witbout Margaret's knowledge I " cried 
sbe, witb sudden wildness; tben, reading tbe 
trutb in bis face, sbe sobbed, " Obi wb&t bave I 
done ? wbat bave I done ? " .and bid ber working 
features witb ber tbin bands. 

He did bis utmost to sootbe and comfort 
ber, but sbe would only entreat bim to leave 
ber at once and return to bis wife and cbild. 
He beard ber witb a sullenness arising out of 
bis self-reproacb, for sbe said in ber passion, 
tbat be bad done ber a wrong, too— tbat be bad 
cast a sbadow upon ber grave. Tben sbe would 
write to Margaret berself, and beg forgiveness 
for ber involuntary wrong; but ber weak 
fingers could not guide tbe pen, and tbe task 
was never done. Great, burning tears rolled 
down ber wan cbeeks as sbe looked at bim with 
a wistful tenderness of reproach, saying, " Ob ! 
Rupert, these. are the bitterest tears I bave ever 
shed for you I How cruel have you been to 
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j^mndl aad jfmt sweet jvong wife! Go, lonre 
To« knne BO ri^koer I wMh I kai died 



ere 70a case!* 

Cok»d TieUSng £d not stir; bis bnyw was 
dark, his ^e dovded, bat be ^aod firm aid 
qpoke with infinite gendeneaB : ^ Frances, wben 
your let&r readied me I could dak of nodiii^ 
bwt ovr joung dajs. I oidjr remembered tbat 
j<m were ill and alone, and that once I brred 
joa more than tongne can utter. If the kst 
Ibrtni^it were to come over again, I wooM 
atill do as I have done, no matter what I risked 

or lost — it was not the time 'to ooont the 

i. 

eost when jou were dying amoi^t strat^ers ! " 

''Oh I Rnpert, if you had known Margaret 
traly, yon might have come to bid me fiupewdl 
and have risked nothing I I will not sting you widi 
febnkes, for my selfish weakness is the cause 
of all the wrong; but delay not another honr: 
the last, the only charity and kindness you can 
do me now, is to leaye me and go home I ^ She 
stretched out her fSrail hand to bid him good-bye: 
but when he had folded it close in his he kept it 
there with a sorrowed determination. 
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* •* No, Frances ; I shall stay," he replied ; ** hj 
the love we once bore each other cease to urge 
me ! If I were to leave you now I should carry 
the reproach of it to my grave ; I cannot leave you. 
And I do no wrong to Margaret further than I 
have already done." 

** Rupert you shall not stay — the burden of 
your presence now is grea ter than I can 
bear!" exclaimed Frances. **0 GrodI that I 
had died and made no mgn I " For a few 
minutes she gave herself up to a paroxysih of 
emotion, then recovering herself she continued 
eagerly — 

** Hurst wrote for my father and my brother 
Edward three days ago ; when they come I shall 
not be alone; they may be here to-morrow, 
perhaps to-night, then you will go, will you not? 
Ah! Rupert, you may come to hate me for 
eftw/" 

"Never, Frances, never!" cried he, passion- 
ately. "You are exhausting your strength: lie 
down, love, snd rest" 

**I shall never rest any more, Rupert, until 
I rest in my grave. What cruel &te has made 
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Uttemr^ bvt die eoold not lei kiot an Ae felt iL 
A CmtisigbagarorcaiBeaTcrlier; AekfBolian- 
leif widi brealixtiig feared j peroepdble^ There 
wa« DO OKwe dioa^it now of feefBg sDodier qpcii^ ; 
that bri^tt flaih of the moniiiig was ooty die 
lighting tip before death. Hurst, who had oome 
into the room, and stood watching, noticed a 
change in her mistresses face, and gave the Cdonel 
a sudden, meaning glance. He started and bent 
over her breathlessly, but said nothing. After a 
fW minutes' silence Frances opened her eyes and 
sought his ; ** Rupert, am I dying ? You are 
receding from my sight ; come closer, closer I " 

He dropped on his knees besides the couch; 
raised her head tenderly and kissed her. ^^ Take 
courage, Frances,** he whispered. 

There was a hushed silence for full half an 
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hoar; then she spoke again, bat with extreme 
difficulty. ** I shall not live to see my father or 
Edward when they come. You will give them my 
love. Hurst, and my love to my mother — my poor 
mother ; I might have had a happier life but for 
her. Rupert, are you near me ? " Colonel Field- 
ing could not speak ; his head was bowed down ; 
his face hidden; Hurst was crying audibly. 
" Rupert, I do not see you: lift up your face, love. 
Once we were all the world to each other, were we 
not. If I do wrong to remember it, God forgive 
mef* He raised his head, but tried to veil his 
eyes — he was weeping like a woman. 

** It cannot be wrong to remember it, Frances ; 
I have never, never ceased to love you I " said 
he. 

"You love Margaret best now, but you will 
regret me a little, will you not? Oh! I am 
very selfish! what have I ever done you but 
harm? And you have deceived her for my 
sake ; she will be angry and resentful. Oh I my 
love, my love.** 

" Forget it, Frances ; she is generous and will 
forgive me." 
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^ When I am dead you will go back to lier ; 
tell her I would not have had yon come with* 
out her knowledge for years of life.'' 

*^I shall not need to screen your memory; 
she knows yon ; cease grieving." 

It was a softj sunshiny day, but Frances 
presently said it grew dark. '^This is Ihe 
b^inning of the valley of the shadow of deaths 
love," whispered she. **Are yon clasping my 
hand, or are we already parted? I wish we could 
go through it together — I was always afraid of 
being alone, you know." 

After a long pause she added, '^ I don't suffer^ 
Rupert I am glad yours should be the last 
mortal face I see, because I have ever loved it 
best We were very happy, dearest; I tried 
once to forget you, but my love was stronger 
than me ; I am not sorry for it now. Oh ! if I 
am doing wickedly in thinking of you more than 
others now, God will be merciful, who knows 
what I have sufferedr-^^i? only." 

She did not loose her clasp of his hand, or 
remove h«r eyes firom watching his fice; she 
lay still, but he could see that a mist was 
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douding her vision, and presently she stretched 
herself out like a weary child falling asleep, and 
died without a groan, without a pang. 

'^ She is gone I " said the servant, hashing her 
sobs ; and drawing near, she reverently closed the 
filmy eyes. 

Colonel Yielding rose — ^yet Frances did not 
seem to him dead, tears glittered still on her eye* 
lashes, her mouth smiled sadly. '^ She cannot be 
dead I " said he hoarsely. 

**0h, yes, sir, she will never look up again; 
she is dead," was the solemn weeping reply. 

*' Leave me with her a little while alone." 

The servant passively obeyed ; she had known 
Colonel Fielding, when he courted Frances Stanley, 
and she pitied him from her heart Sitting in 
the adjoining room, she could overhear his voice 
entreating her dead mistress to spei& to him 
again, followed by a sound of vehement sorrow. 
The old long ago and the present were come 
together again, and for a little while the interval 
between was blotted out — ^by-and-by he would 
be stung into vivid remembrance of that, but 
now the first love reasserted its dominion, and 
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all else gave way to its power. Frances had 
died as she had lived — Gloving him wholly — and 
all the strength of his heart did her homage. If 
she had vanities^ faults^ and weaknesses^ they 
had worn for him the guise of virtues, and his 
hand never unmasked them ; all his Ufe long he 
will remember her as a woman beyond all women 
faithf ul» tender j and true t 

When he came forth from the room at last 
his countenance was grave and stem — ^he had 
wrenched himself away from the past with a 
passion of regret, he addressed himself to the 
future with anxiety and doubt Hurst met him 
in the passage leading to Ins room, and told him 
that the Laird had arrived, but on learning what 
had happened he had returned to his inn, leaving 
a message for his son that he might see him in 
the morning. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



SEPARATION. 



Frances was dead. There was nothing left of 
her for evermore but memories — ^memories which 
he had done his utmost to embitter. Such was 
G)lonel Fielding's reflection all that livelong 
night In the morning he went into her room 
again to look for the last time on the inanimate 
mould of what he had once passionately loved. 
He stayed there a long time^ and would have 
stayed longer had not Hurst entered to tell him 
that Mr. Stanley and one of his sons had arrived 
and were coming up to look at their dead. He 
kissed the unyielding marble lips once more and 
left her — ^it is a hard fact to realize^ the final 
loss of our beloved; what is there like this 
parting of death? what pang like that insufier- 
able one which tells us that ours they are not ^y 
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more? they are the grave's and Heaven's, but 
for our sorrow, our love, our aching, or our joy, 
theiir sympathy is over I 

If he had ever had a tender thought for 
Frances living, he had a far tenderer now that 
she was dead ; her name was henceforth to him 
as the name of a saint! After that kiss — ^the 
first cold kiss she had ever given him — ^he was 
iain to go and hide himself for an hour or two, 
but having gained, at length, a decent composure, 
he hurried away to where the Laird had left 
word he should be staying. 

Father and son met without any greater 
demonstration of feeling than was expressed by 
a long grasp of each other's hands ; they were 
silent for several minutes, and then the Laird 
spoke, endeavouring carefully to avoid any soft^ 
ness or vehemence of tone or manner. He felt 
deeply for his son ; he saw what he had suffered 
and was suffering. 

'' I have come to take you home — all is over 
here, and you can do no more. Your letter 
shocked us ; your mother so much that she was 
not fit to leave Manselands ; I, therefore, became 
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your ambassador ; I went to Wildwood and saw 
Margaret myselH" 

<< And what did she say ? ^ asked the Colonel, 
walking to and fro to. ccmceal his agita- 
tion. 

'' Say I she said she never desired to see your 
fiice again I I do not know whether she was 
most indignant or most miserable^ and Sylvm 
Holt shares her anger; you will find him irre- 
concilable — ^he is the more unreasonable of the 
twa I had better give you a. plain statement 
of your position* The whole country gossips 
about your coming abroad to poor Frances with- 
out your wife's knowledge^ and; her pride is up 
in arms against you. She said that for months 
she had known that your love for her was 
subordinate to your love for Frances^ and your 
last deplorable act has touched her honour — 
she has lost faith in you. If you had but been 
caocUd with her all would have been well, ht 
her instincts are generoiHh— yes^ very g^ierous I 
She is an admirable woman^ Rupert, but she feels 
your unkindness cruelly." 

«*How did she look?'* 
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'^ Like one who has not slept for many nights — 
pale^ dejected; anxious; but when she spoke of 
you her eye was flame I Your hope must lie in the 
intense love she bears you. You have injured her^ 
but women feel a luxury in forgiving — such 
women as Margaret especially. I saw her lip 
quiver when I said you had asked your mother to 
act as mediator. I felt it was another false move 
on your part — ^for it implied a want of confidence 
in her love. It was then that she flashed out with 
the words that she never desired to see your face 
agaiU; and left me with her father. I begged to see 
her again^but Sylvan Holt refused." 

'' How had she learnt where I was ? " 

'' From common rumour^ she said. But the 
morning I saw her a letter had been found from 
Frances to you — ^this betrayed that you had left 
Wildwood with another mtention than that you 
alleged to Margaret and her father; they sup- 
posed you in London when in fact you were here. 
There was the grievance^ there was the sting I 
Margaret qualified it as ' a mean and treacherous 
deception.' " 

^'And so it was. I deserve that she should 
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scorn me for it!" said the Colonel^ in a low 
voice. 

*' Now, Rapert, I come to another question ; I 
scarcely dare ask it, for I know beforehand what 
the answer will be — ^but, have you taken the pre- 
liminary steps for disposing of your commission and 
leaving the service ? " 

" No." 

'^ That is what I dreaded I And now it is too 
late," responded the Laird, with a groan. 
. His . son stood still, and looked at him 
anxiously. 

''Why is it too late? Therel I see it all I 
You need not tell me I" cried he, turning 
away. 

" You will have to go back to India, — that is 
why it is too late, my dear lad I Affairs there are 
going sadly amiss, and officers at home on leave are 
required to rejoin their regiments without delay. 
Honour forbids that you should hold back. . Oh ! 
Buperty what will your mother say when she hears 
of this ? I shrink from telling her." 

At this moment a servant opened the door and 
handed a letter to Colonel Fielding, who retired 

VOL. in. 
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hastily to the window to read it^ for be saw at a 
glance the Beckford post-mark and Sylvan Holt's 
handwriting. On opening the envelope; the fol- 
lowing brief missive, enouncing in every line 
the contemptuous anger and strong self control 
of the writer, met his eyes. 

'^Colonel Fielding will best consult his own 
honour, the peace of his humiliated wife, and the 
future of his son, by obeying the order that has 
been issued for officers on leave from their regi* 
ments in India to rejom them without delay. Ten 
days from the present date, the 'Oriental* sails 
from Southampton. Sandy has already left 
Wildwood to meet Colonel Fielding in London ; 
Elspie has gone home to Manselands. Colonel 
Fielding's wife and son will remain at the 
Grange, and Sylvan Holt, both for himself and 
his daughter, desires that no personal interview 
may be attempted. Mr. Meddowes is fumisheed 
with plenary powers to make any arrangements 
Oolonel Fielding chooses to suggest as to cor- 
respondence, &c., ^c** 

This extraordmary document was signed with 
Syhran Holt% name, and then followed Mr* 
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Meddowes^ address in LcmdooQ. There was not a 
word from Margaret^ and yet Colonel Fielding felt 
that she had been by while h was written — sup- 
pressing all yehemenoe of r^roach, and dictating 
the curt, dry sentences. He stood long after he 
had read it, twisting the paper about in his hands, 
and quite oblivious of his fathex^s presence. A 
word of Idndness, even a word of anger, so it 
had its root in love, would have moved him 
profoundly, but these cold, stiff phrases incited his 
spirit of opposition. When he, at length, turned 
to the Laird, there was a bitter contortion about his 
mouth and his brows were angrily knit : '' There 
is llie key that solves all our difficidties,'' said he, 
offering the letter ; and as his father read it^ he 
again paced the room with his head bent down and 
his teeth clenched. 

He was in one of those moods when men from 
very anguish of self-reproadh ^e xeady to turn 
to the first way of release that opens itself to 
them, though that may be diametrically opposed 
to the one they would have chosen in a saner 
frame of mind. He was still sore with the death 
of Frances, still pitifully moved by her love and 

2 
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801TOW9 and down upaa his raw and writfaing 
heart came fliis kj letter finnn Margaret: 
lie felt Tezedy indignant, mortified; she was 
hard and cold; he wonld never sae to snch a 
woman — ^never ! 

As the Laird retmmed the paper into his hand, 
he asked him what he meant to da 

<< There is batone thing to da I shaUsee poor 
Frances laid in the ground, and then, hej for 
MarseillesI 111 take the Overland to India, and be 
with mj regiment. b J Chnstmas." He tried to 
laugh, but it was a wretched failure, and he was 
fain to lean his forehead a minute or two against 
the window, and look at the broad sunny land- 
scape, which, for anything he saw of it, might as 
well have been wrapped in a shroud of densest 
mist 

" But you will not go to India, Rupert, without 
seeing Margaret— without attemptmg a recon- 
ciliation? That would be madness!" cried the 
Laird. 

'^ She dictated this letter, and I will obey her 
behests!" replied Colonel Fielding, coldly. ''She 
has magnified my ofience into an unpardonable 



SEPARATION. 197 

crime ; J will not beseecli her forgiveness — ^not I ! 
She repulses me with vehemence; I know the 
scorn and anger she is capable of. Women never 
forget: she will have stored up in her memory 
a thousand words and looks which she will add to 
the sum of my iniquities. Was I to give her 
chapter and verse for all my movements ? " 

'^ Don't be unjust to her^ Rupert ; it is no trifling 
misunderstanding to her, be sure of that I " said the 
Laird, deprecatingly. 

The Colonel was recalled to himself by that 
tone. " Poor Margaret I ^ exclaimed he. " I love 
her, father: she has reason to think I do 
not, but I could not be near her daily, feeling 
all her purity, goodness, and loveliness, without 
rendering her the homage of my whole soull 
It was a strange yearning of pity impelled me 
here; it was not that I loved Frances better 
than her — God knows I did not I Tell me again 
how she looked.** 

" I pitied her, Rupert. She looked as she used 
to look at Manselands last winter when you were 
ill, and Mackaye did not give her hopeful account 
of your progress. She looked miserable, distressed. 
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lieari4>rokeiL It is humbling to a proud semdtiye 
womaa to be made the talk and compassion of 
gossipping fools — ^to have it said that her husband 
has deserted her — and she with no answer ready t 
She exclaimed^ but too justly^ that all the world 
coold not have put on her the indignity that you 
have done." 

Cdlonel Fielding responded gravely; ^It is 
true ; I recognise Margaret's spirit there. Well^ 
I will intrude upon her presence no more." 

'' You do not; you cannot, mean it^ my son? 
She was angry when she spoke; women always 
long to recall such words." 

^'This letter is deliberate enough^" extendii^ 
the crushed document^ bitterly. '^ There are no 
signs of softening there I " 

The Laird was almost at his wif s end. '^ Your 
mother^ Rupert ^ think of her^ if you have no con- 
tritien towards Margaret I " 

'^ When a miserable task has to be done^ it had 
better be done at once. My mother will spare me 
a leave-taking." 

^ Has all natural feeling died out of you, lad ? " 
cried the Laird, in a trembling voice. *^ If your 
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heart lies in the coffin of that dead womao« have 
common juatice for the living. Ill talk to yoa 
now no more ; yoa will come to a better mind by 
and by!'' 

The old man could not control his feelings any 
longer ; the tears coursed down his cheeks as he 
^nitted the room hastily. Colonel Fielding was 
too self-absorbed to observe this emotion, and as 
soon as he was alone he began to read and renread 
Sylvan Holt's letter, which, at each perusal, only 
heightened his anger and strengthened his reso- 
lution. While still fall of the fire of his indigna- 
tion, he indited a brief reply of cold acquiescence 
in its expressed wishes and sent it to the post 
When he met the Laird afterwards, he told him 
what he had done. 

<<I8 it irretrievable? Oh I Rupert, I never 
knew till now how cruel and vindictive you 
eonld be. That girl will break her heart I '^ 
cried the old man; ^'send another letter after it 
to unsay your determination, or suffer me to do it'' 

^No.'' 

There was an expression in the Colonel's face 
as he enunciated this brief denial of all further 



200 SYLVAN HOLT'S DAUGHTER. 

interference^ which silenced the Laird ; he 
had not exaggerated his son's implacable cha- 
racter in speaking of him to Sylvan Holt — 
he was not to be turned from his purpose 
now by any argument or entreaty that could 
be used. 

Soon after Colonel Fielding returned to the 
house where Mrs. Hamilton had died^ and had 
an interview with her father and brother. Mr. 
Stanley seemed terribly grief- smitten for the 
loss of his daughter; and said^ in a tone of 
bitter regret^ pointing to the room in which 
she lay — 

** Her whole life, from beginning to end, has 
been a sacrifice; but for you she would have 
died without a friend near her." 

There was no idea of displeasure in his mind ; 
he did not inquire how it was that the Colonel 
found himself at Nice at this juncture ; he asked 
after Margaret, and, without waiting for a reply, 
went on to express his gratitude that Frances 
had had those she loved about her at her end. 
He then said it was his intention to remove her 
foi* interment to the family vault at Rivers- 
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court; and that they should leave Nice the same 
eyening. 

This arraDgement set Colonel Fielding's own 
movements free; he saw the mournful cortege 
depart; and then rejoined his father. The next 
morning they started together for Marseilles ; and; 
finding that there was an interval of twelve days 
to elapse before a vessel would sail, they pro- 
ceeded to London, where Mrs. Fielding, Katie, 
and Cecy had arrived before them, in obedience 
to a letter despatched by the Laird, when he found 
that his son's resolution was unalterable. Again 
there was the scene of pathetic entreaty and 
stem denial to go through. Colonel Fielding 
would not abate one iota of his ofiended pride ; 
and by dint of daily dwelling on Sylvan Holt's 
letter, he, at length, succeeded in working him- 
self into a belief that Margaret and not he was 
the most blameable and vindictive ; but it did not 
occur to him that, in such a case, he might have 
extended towards her his imperial forgiveness. 
He suffered miserably, notwithstanding that his 
love for his young wife seemed to have under- 
gone a temporary suspension of animation ; when 



202 SYLVAN HOLT'S DAUGHTER. 

ito passionate moment of revival overtook him 
then would begin his punishment^ but before that 
period came there was half the world between 
them^ and^ what might be less easj to repass, a 
seething torrent of empoisoned memories. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



THE DESERTED WIFE. 



AwBESL tiie Laird's departure from the Grange, 
Margaret had been for some time too excited to 
reflect; but when a few hours had elapsed she 
was compelled candidly to review her own and 
her hnsband's position with regard to each other. 
Sylvan Holt repeated to her what ihe Laird had 
aaid about his son's not leaving Frances while 
she lived, and told her also what he had just 
learnt from his newspaper — that the ofiBicers on 
leave from India were recalled* When she 
heard this a sort of calm despair fell upon her; 
it seemed that &te had beforehand decreed their 
s^aration by one means or another. With that 
ai^r lefrher and sorrow came in its stead. She 
had already settled in her own mind that Rupert 
did not love her, never had loved her, and nef er 
would love her exo^t. in a. secondary wayj^ and 
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that removed the difficulty if not the anguish 
from her path. To come back to her from 
Frances's deathbed might now be spared him; 
he mighty he must mourn for her, but not in his 
unhappy wife's forgiving arms! No; she could 
not take in exchange for her all of youth and 
love the lukewarm ashes of a passion that was 
smouldered out His absence she could endure, 
but his indifference never! It would be better 
for her, better for him, that he should return to 
India without seemg her any more. ^ 

" It is not his fault if he could not love me 
like her," Margaret unreasonably pleaded against 
herself; and she pitied both, that Frances should 
be torn out of life reluctant, unready, and still 
dearest to him of all women. Hence the letter 
that Colonel Fielding received from Sylvan Holt 
the morning after her death. 

Margaret had tried to write to him with her 
own hand, but her tears fell like rain upon the 
paper, and again and again her pen faltered into 
reproaches and pitiM betrayals of her distress ; if 
she had let that blotted letter go it would have 
brought back her husband eager and penitent to 
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her feet, bat in the proud idea that if he did not 
love he should not compassionate her, she tore it 
up and relinquished the task to her father, bagging 
him not to give any expression to his very 
natural resentment She saw the letter when 
it was written, and sanctioned it, but when it was 
gone she wished it had been gentler, softer, 
kinder; that it had conveyed some shadow of 
the great sorrow, love, and pity that stirred her 
heart still for her husband; but she never spoke 
a word to that effect. Sylvan Holt took refuge 
at first in a grim taciturnity; then he roused 
himself and made a rapid clearance of the Grange. 
Sandy he despatched to London with the Colonel's 
baggage; Elspie was sent home to Manselands; 
and the rest of the servants were ordered back 
to Abbeymeads, there to await further orders. 
Jacky retained her niece Martha in the kitchen, 
.but in every other respect the Wildwood estab- 
Ibhmeut was reduced to its old footing. A single 
day sufficed to effect this change, and not till 
it was done, did Sylvan Holt appear to breath 
freely. 

Margaret perceived that her father regarded 
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the letter that had been sent to her faiuibaiid 
as final, and that he considered flieir accounts 
closed. Very hard did she struggle to keep 
her grief under when he was there ; and inex* 
pressible was the relief when she could be alone 
and give way to it He seemed intnithrely 
to understand this, and unless she came to 
him he never sought her; even Jackj was 
avoided, and Mrs. Joan Clervaux* visits were 
only renewals of pain — or rather renewals of 
the expression of it, for the pain always con* 
tinned. 

Mrs. Joan, from having been highly indignant 
against Colonel Fielding, had become his most 
strenuous advocate; more it must be allowed 
for her favourite's sake than his. The Indian 
order had converted her. **If you must part, part 
friends," was the text from which she dafly 
preached. Margaret replied that she had no 
choice; her husband had left her; she could not 
seek him; and her father had forbidden him to 
come to Wildwood; and she looked forward to 
the sailing of the ^^ Oriental" as the end of all 

* 

things ; beyond it, there seemed no future. She 
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had reckoned the number of days that must 
elapse before her father's letter could reach Nice» 
and before an answer cotdd come, if one were 
sent, and it was with a sickness of anxiety that 
she watched the hiH that morning for Tibbie 
Ryder's appearance, but she never came. 

Sylvan Holt had taken his gun and gone 
down that way; she half suspected it might be 
to meet the postmistress ; but the day grew tOt 
noon, to evening, and he did not return. It waa 
quite night when she heard him slowly crosa 
the hall and mount the stwrs ; he went heavily^ 
as if borne down by some mortal weariness or 
pain. As he entered the parlour soon after, she 
looked towards him with wistful inquiry, and 
he, leaning down to caress the child who lay in 
her lap, said, ^'You have your baby, Maggie; 
he must comfort you as you once comforted 
me." 

" There was no letter, then, from Rupert ihis 
morning, father; was there ?** she asked, tremu- 
hrasly* 

Sylvan Holt hesitated ; he had Colonel Field- 
k^'s brief reply to his own missive in his pockety 
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and lie wished to keep it back from his daughter. 
But she was not to be deceived ; she knew he 
was withholding somethings and ■ begged him 
to give her it Reluctantly he complied; and 
as she read its few cold lines he averted his 
eyes from her face unable to bear its look of 
pain. 

'^ Insulting I cruel and insulting 1'* was her 
comment^ as she dropped it into a scarlet hollow 
of the fire. " Can it, indeed, be Rupert — can it, 
indeed, be my husband, who writes thusl" The 
indignant pride, that had flashed into her counte- 
nance at first, seemed now to retire upon her 
heart and crush out all its strength; her voice 
took a most sorrowful intonation, her face an 
expression of restless misery pitiable in one so 
young, as she said despondingly, ^'Fate has 
been against us all; it was fore-ordained that 
I should not be happy — ^perhaps, I suffer for my 
mother's sin — I cannot telL" 

'' Maggie, Maggie, do not speak in that way ! " 
pleaded her father ; *' I cannot endure it — ^it kills 



me." 



'^I have been the innocent cause of much 
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misery — ^my own not .the least," Margaret con- 
tinued, with eyes fixed on the cavern of the 
fire where her, husband's letter had disappeared. 
"I feel grieved for Rupert; it was not his 
fault if he could not love me, but he might 
have left me to those who did. I do not seek 
to reproach him, but he has destroyed my 
life." 

** You will cease soon to lament him, Maggie ; 
better live apart than live together without love 
or with love only on one side," said Sylvan Holt ; 
*^our family do not die of heart*break, and 
he deserves your contempt rather than your 
regret." 

A glow shone through Margaret's fair skin; 
her eyes dilated and glittered. 

** Father, dear, I accept my lot as it has fallen 
to me," replied she, in a trembling tone ; " 'tis 
hard, cruel, and unjust enough, but I shall 
leam to bear it — only let us not speak of Rupert 
often, for that I cannot bear." 

She got up, and, with her baby close clasped to 
her bosom, began to pace the room. Her father 
was like her own heart to her ; instinctively he 

VOL. in. P 
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knew her feelings^ and sought to respond to 
them; but his anger against Colonel Fielding 
was deadlier than ever^ and scarcely could he 
refrain from giving violent expression to it 
He began to blame himself for short-sightedness 
in having consented to his darling's ill-omened 
marriage with a dissembler so accomplished; 
his wrath was now intemperate in accusation, 
and be chose to regard his son-in-law as a 
•complete and unscrupulous man of the world, 
who would recklessly indulge a caprice of passion, 
no matter what the cost Nothing could have 
prevailed on him to believe in the literal &cts 
of the case ; so whatever he said, whether meant 
to incite his daughter's pride, or to soothe her 
grief, only chilled her heart the more. 

Mmrgaret endured it, though it was torture; 
endured it in sil^ice, except that now and then 
she said, ^ Don't, dear father; don't — ^you hurt 
me I" for, indeed, his anger was like the touch 
of an unskilful hand about an agonizing wound. 
It was a cessation of one pain when bed-time 
came, and she could get away into solitude and 
darkness with her sorrow — a sorrow too real 
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and too palpable yet, for her to see beyond the 
thick curtain of gloom which it had drawn across 
her life. 

On the morrow about mid-daj Mrs. Joan 
Glervaux found her way up to the Grange ; 
Sylvan Holt was absent, and^ Margaret was 
alone in her chamber. There was no need 
to ask what news; the old lady read in her 
favourite's face that the time of anxiousness yet 
of hope was past, and that the deadliest blow that 
could fall had fallen. 

''It is all over, Mrs. Joan; Rupert will 
return to me no more — ^not even for a word 
of fiurewell, and he is going to India," said 
Mai^aret, hurriedly clasping her old friend's 
fingers in her burning nervous hand ; ''we had his 
letter yesterday." 

"Gipsy, Gipsy, you cannot mean itl You 
wiU never be such a proud young fool as to 
let him go I " cried Mrs. Joan, almost angrily. 

" I would not if he loved me, but he does not 
love me, and I can do nothing. He has 
humiliated me, but I will not humiliate my- 
self." 

P 2 
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Margaret's face was pale^ her beautiful eyes 
were clouded; all the night watches since 
Rupert left her she had kept with tears — but 
she did not weep now; she tried to carry her 
sorrow quietly, and as for her tears their source 
seemed to be dried up; there was a wasting 
fever upon her which burnt and shivered in 
her veins alternately; you would scarcely have 
recognised in her the glad-hearted, blooming 
young creature of a month ago. Mrs. Joan 
watched her with dismay. 

*^Does he know how his conduct is killing 
you? " said she. " Oh I Gipsy, my darling, my 
darling, can nothing be changed of all this 
folly and misery I 'Twas very selfish in poor 
Frances to draw him away, but I do, I doy think his 
heart was, and is yours." 

" Ah 1 no, no 1 you would not say so if you had 
read the letter my father received from him 
yesterday — so cold, and indifferent, so cruel it 
seemed to me-— for I have done him no wrong, 
unless it be that I have loved him too well I I 
said that I never desired to see his face again, 
and I thought so then ; lut nowy now that be 
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is going away and may come back no more, I 
could go on my knees to him to beseech a kind 
word, a word that we might both remember, 
if our separation be for ever; he is my little 
one's father — I can't, I can't forget thatl How 
shall I teach my baby to love, him if we are 
to be always divided ? What shall I do, Mrs. 
Joan ? He does not love me, or the rest would 
be easy. Don't think I could not forgive him 
his distrust of me ; my heart is so broken I 
could forgive him anything ! " She spoke with 
nervous rapidity and force, clasping atid unclasp- 
ing her hands in unconscious wildness of anguish. 
Mrs. Joan's eyes grew dim with pity for her 
irrepressible suffering. 

" You are right now, Gipsy," said she ; " between 
husband and wife there may come wounds of 
love, but an enduring pique of pride is a wicked 
thing which you ought not to perpetuate. You 
spoke of little Alick just now ; he ought to draw 
you together and unite the broken link of his 
parents' lives ; you must not let Rupert go to India 
unforgiven and unforgiving 1 " 

** But how can I help it ? " questioned Margaret ; 
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*'I wish I had retained his letter; there yon 
would have seen that he puts me off coldly, 
quietly, unfeelingly as an ill-fitting garment that 
it has irked him to wean" 

"I will not say, *no matter' Margaret, but 
that does not efface your wifely duty ; you cannot 
dissolve the sacredness of your marriage now, 'tis 
done for good and all when once 'tis done — ^for 
the child's sake part friends; so that later, whai 
time has scarred your wounds, or cleared up 
misunderstanding, or cooled the vehemence of 
passion, you may live out your lives as you 
should, bearing and forbearing mutually." 

**That cold pretence instead of real affection! 
no, no, Mrs. Joan ; I cannot look to that. I have 
thought he loved me — how could he lie so like the 
truth?" 

'^ I am sure he loved you, Margaret, and that 
he loves you still, though, perhaps, even to himself 
his heart is for the time eclipsed ; but the cold 
shadow will pass, and then " 

** Don't, don't, you torture me 1 " cried Mar- 
garet ; ^^ do I not remember his letter, and that 
he is going to India — what use of change there ? '* 
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"There is a long life before you, Gipsy,*' 
said Mrs. Joan, g^itly. " The Colonel will come 
back to England again, and how will you 
xneet?" 

Margaret hid her face; "I know not, or 
whether we ever shall meet," said she, after 
a pause ; " the world is wide." 

"I wish you would write to him, Margaret; 
write to him out of the aching depths of your 
loving heart; do, darling, 'that would touch 
him home more sharply than any reproach." 

" I cannot, I cannot trail myself to his feet a 
suppliant ; nay, I will not I " cried Margaret, with 
sudden fire ; ^^ he left me and I will show him 
that I can live without him. He is mourning now 
for the loss of Frances, 'tis not for me to witness 
his regret — I will not push myself into his 
thoughts at such a time — let him go ; it is, 
as my father says, better that we should live 
apart" 

For the -moment all softness of feminine feeling 
seemed to have given way to the passionate 
vehemence of her natural character. Mrs. Joan 
knew well the wilful significance of her erected 
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head and quivering lip ; her countenance took a 
strange resemblance to her father's while that 
burning resentment thrilled her hearty but this 
phase of feeling passed soon^ and she dropped 
nerveless into the chair from which she had 
risen^ saying in a tone of indescribable pathos — 
** Tis of no use, Mrs. Joan — this is no question of 
what 1 would or would not. Rupert is the 
master ; he is gone, and I am alone ; it is less 
miserable for both of us thus than if we were 
condemned to the endurance of each other's 
presence; I will speak for myself — I would 
rather, far rather, never see him more than see 
him other than he was. Judge, then, if he has not 
decided justly ; he does not love me, and I know, 
and well he knows too, that no feigning could 
ever again make me think ho did." 

Mrs. Joan sighed profoundly; she could not 
bear to use to Margaret that common-place 
argument, which to herself felt almost immoral, 
that even the failure of affection was no sufficient 
plea for separation in her case, because the poor 
young wife based on it all her thoughts. The 
persuasion that Rupert did not love her bound 
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her hand and foot. The idea of public gossip had 
now become the smallest element in her humilia- 
tion ; it is not when we are beaten to the earth 
with an iron grief that we can heed what idle 
tongues may say ; thus Margaret ceased now to 
think of the great indignity she had endured at 

her husband's hands^ and dwelt only on the loss of 

* 
what had been the glory and bliss of her youth — 

the faithful and ardent love of one whom 

she had esteemed beyond all men faithful, brave, 

and good. Her hero of pure gold was golden 

still (for what she considered as the mistake of 

their marriage could not change his identity,) but 

he was no longer her hero ; what was noble and 

generous in him could not be her pride or 

her possession any more — thei¥ separation seemed 

utterly completed — complete and for ever. 

Mrs. Joan pleaded hard with her to make 

an advance towards reconciliation with her 

husband, but she could not prevail, and at last 

took her leave much disheartened. When she 

was gone, Margaret went up to the dreary 

corridor and tired herself out bodily ; she had not 

courage to face the out-door sunshine, she had 
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never crossed the threshold of the Grange since 
that day down at Oakfield when Bell Bowley had 
told her where Bapert was. Jacky heard her 
step pass by the nursery door ; and when her dear 
young mistress was out of sight, she set it open 
and began to sing to the baby one of the many 
queer chaunts that she had recently learnt for his 
delectation. Oscar was there by the hearth half 
asleep and half awake, but at the sound of 
Margaret's foot he rose up with a ponderous 
yawn and stretch of his great limbs, and betook 
himself to join her march up and down the 
corridor, following as she went and turning as she 
turned with lugubrious perseverance and fidelit}:. 
The dog knew she was in trouble, and when once 
she stopped by the window, and leant her aching 
forehead against the glass, he thrust up his 
cold nose to her face as if trying to insinuate the 
comfort that there was one faithftd, unselfish 
friend near her. 

Jacky was strangely discomposed by the mys- 
terious transactions that had been recently taking 
place at the Grange, but as yet she only suspected 
the final event Margaret had said to her that 
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mornings ^' Jacky, is my old room that I used to 
sleep in just as it was? I want to go hack to 
it** Jacky told her " Yes,** and it was on the tip 
of her tongue to add, " When are we to get 
t' Colonel home again ? " when her mistress turned 
hurriedly £rom her as if dreading any question. 

While Margaret now paced the cold and gloomy 
corridor the servant listened and reflected : 

"Surely he can't ha' left her," said she, to 
herself, ''when she loved him better than ever 
woman yet loved ane o' his fause kind — left 
this princely bairn, too ? Eh, but it looks sadly 
like it; I'd never any opinion o' sweethearting 
an' marrying. T' upshot's aye trouble mair or 
less. Them 's wisest 'at can keep clear o' baith> 
like me." 

Alick began to coo, and then to fret a little, 
so Jacky carried him to the door that his mother 
might hear him and come down; presently she 
appeared, her face brightening unconsciously as 
she met his smile, and took him in her tender 
arms. The old servant watched her narrowly 
as the shadow was again dropped over her 
countenance ; and at last she said, with an affec* 
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tionate soothing which took from her question 
all tone of prying curiosity — 

" Margaret^ there 's something dreadful t' 
matter; tell Jacky what it is? I don't believe 
folk's talk, for it's past believing." 

*' My husband is going away to India, Jacky," 
was the almost inaudible reply. 

"Then, why isn't he here now?" demanded 
the servant, sharply, "or why are not you wi' 
him? It passes me altogether; I can't under- 
stand itl Has mistress Tibbie Ryder told only 

a true tale in t' valley then ? Oh, - bairn ^ 

Jacky read her answer in Margaret's face, and 
clasping her round with her hard red arms, she 
began to cry and storm alternately. 

" An' he has left you — ill befall him ! " said 
she; "I'll never trust t' fair looks or t* fair 
words o' mortal man again, if he did not worship 
the very ground you went on 1 Satan's sel' must 
ha' beguiled him ; I '11 credit no other. He 's 
not awa o' his ain gude will ; he 's been be- 
witched I " 

At any other moment Margaret would have 
smiled at Jacky's vehemence and peculiarity of 
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denunciation^ but now she scarcely beard it, and 
could not contradict it Her father came home 
while she was sitting by the nursery fire witli 
the child, and took her down to the parlour. 

The days were short now, and it fell dark 
early, so that there were many long hours for 
them to sit together almost silentT— neither could 
bear to speak of indifferent things, and the one 
subject which absorbed all their thoughts both 
avoided. The last few weeks had aged Sylvan 
Holt fast ; his iron grey hair was white almost, 
his erect frame stooped, his firm, deqisive step 
had begmi to drag and falter, as if soon it might 
fail and cease from the earth altogether. His 
last joy — ^his darling's bright smile and happy 
lieart — had passed out of his life and left it 
blank. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



A CHANGE OF SCENE. 



Thbee more weary days dragged over at Wild- 
wood Grange: there was a hush and stillness 
through the house such as always seem to per- 
vade the atmosphere where broods any great 
calamity. Out of doors the gossips talked I They 
laid their heads together^ and dilated copiously 
<m the separation between Colonel Fielding and 
his wife^ its causes and its consequences. They 
had always predicted some event of the kind as 
the climax of such a strangely assorted marriage ; 
but^ no doubt, said the moralist section, there 
had been faults on both sides — there always 
were in these lamentable cases. Some speculated 
as to whether Margaret would be allowed to 
retain possession of her child, and here the young 
mother had all the women on her side. Mrs. 
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Joan Clervaux explained^ defended^ reasoned, 
and grew angry with her friends for the manner 
in which they chose to discuss affidrs which were 
no concern of theirs. 

"Why, Mrs. Joan, don't. we all know how 
neighbours take our private griefs to heart I'* 
cried Miss Bell Rowley, who had led ofP tlie 
cry of Mai^aret's desertion ; " I am very sorry 
for the Colonel and Margaret, because they are 
both behaving in such a silly and wrong-headed 
way, and everybody can see it but themselves. 
But are we not to talkf The calamities of 
our acquaintance seem to me a special dbpen- 
sation in our fiivour, or we should be dulled to 
death for lack, of news. When our turn comes, 
shall we not also furnish a theme for the 
polite morning call and the genial after-dinner 
mood? And shall we not be grateful for the 
good even afflicted folks can do in beguiling 
the tedium of an hour amongst their condoling 
neighbours ? ^ 

^^ God knows, we can bear f^losophically 
enough what does not touch our own skin," 
retorted Mrs. Joan, biUerly ; " and that very 
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few of us spare to lay the lash upon an erring 
friend.'* 

Some one, Tibbie Ryder, probably, or it might 
be Jacques, suggested to the irate and contemp- 
tuous Jacky that Colonel Fielding could, if he 
chose, remove his son from Margaret's custody 
and place him elsewhere, and the old servant, 
not very judiciously, carried the remark home 
to her young mistress; but she, to her credit 
be it said, repudiated the idea that her husband 
could ever become her persecutor; nevertheless, 
it haunted her afterwards continually when Alick 
was out of her sight. • 

" Father, could we not go away from Mirkdale 
for a little while?" she one evening asked, 
when this thought had taken a tenacious hold 
upon her; she had a vague notion of hiding 
herself and the child in some solitude where 
they would never be discovered. 

" Yes, Maggie ; we will go away for altogether 
if you desire it," replied Sylvan Holt, eagerly; 
this was what he had himself been secretly 
wishing — any change that would stir her out 
of her blank silence of sorrow would be welcome 
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to him. He was ready to efiace all his own 
long habits of seclusion to win such consolation for 
her as he could* 

"Where shall we go? I think if we could 
get out of England. Father^ take me to see mj 
mother's gravel It seems to me as if that 
would nerve me to bear my own fate better — 
her sufferings were far beyond mine.^^ 

"Yes, Maggie, yes," was Sylvan Holt's 
hurried answer; "I will make that pilgrimage 
with you. You should have made it before." 

There is always something selfish in a pro- 
found sorrow; Margaret's thoughts were so 
busy with her own burden, that she did not 
note the clayey pallor that overspread her 
father's countenance, or the agony, physical as 
well as mental, that convulsed him for a little 
while. He struggled through it without a 
groan, and then began to speak of the few 
necessary arrangements for their journey. 
" Jacky, will go with us — and would you like 
Mrs. Joan Clervaux? " he asked. 

" If she could go ; it does me good to be with 
her." It did her good because Mrs. Joan was 

VOL. III. Q 
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the only person who still persisted in speaking 
kindly of her husband and hopefully of their 
future; she would not for a moment give ear 
to such a suggestion as that their separation 
was to be perpetual: she also maintained her 
opinion that Rupert loved his wife, and 
that his wife ought to love and forgive him; 
all which soothed Margaret, though she contra- 
dieted it. 

Mrs. Joan had a mortal antipathy to travelling, 
but she immediately acceded to Sylvan Holfa 
request for her company for Margaret's sake, 
and they all left Mirkdale together. It was the 
worst season of the year also for a journey, the 
days being short, dark, and cold, but it was in 
harmony with the feelings of at least two of the 
party ; — sunshine, the cheery laughter of nature, 
would have seemed to mock them. Jacky thought 
the expedition foolish in the extreme, but she 
held her peace and kept Alick in high good- 
humour, — a feat of some difficulty under all the 
circumstances — until they arrived at their jour^ 
ney's end. 

Then Margaret for the first time seemed 
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to sink down into apatheti<^ test, as if she had 
attained to safety from a threatening danger. For 
two or three days she kept her room^ Mrs. Joan 
rarely leaving her^ while Sylvan Holt endured 
a solitude full of the racking torments such, as 
that place^ of all others^ was calculated to awaken 
in his breast But one morning he proposed to 
take her out: she knew whither^ and she con- 
sented. A carriage was at the door of the hotel 
which they ent^ed^ and were driven to a village 
church some miles beyond the suburbs of the 
town. In a secluded corner of its remote grave- 
yard^ where the grass was long and the funereal 
shrubs were dense even then^ there was set up a 
lowly cross without any legend, or text, or name, 
or date. Beneath that cross lay the dust of 
Sylvan Holt's wife and Margaret's unknown 
mother. It was a mournful place, and the day 
was mournful; pale, hazy-Uue was the sky^ 
dank and moist the winter earth; but they 
knelt down in company beside the grave, and 
stayed there some time. Sylvan Holt in 
its presence began to regain a certain calm^ 
and he said at last with a settled recognition 

m 
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of the fact, "I have no right in this poor 
grave, Maggie ; hate divorced her from me 
before death, but you were her child that she 
did love; for you there may, in some mys- 
terious future, be recognition and love again, 
but for me — nothing; she would turn and fly 
from me with shrieks like those that once rang 
in my ears, and have never since ceased to 
echo there." 

Margaret took her father's arm and drew him 
away silently — the tears that were falling now 
fell not for herself but for him. They took 
their way back into Marseilles, each feeling that 
the pilgrimage they had made to that grave was^ 
their last 

In regaining their hotel it happened that they 
had to traverse a considerable part of the city, 
and in one of the busier streets becoming en- 
tangled in a throng of other vehicles, their car- 
riage could only move at a foot's-pace. Margaret's 
gaze rested on the hurrying crowd without dis- 
tinguishing individuals for a long while, but 
suddenly her eyes were startled into clear vision, 
and she exclaimed, while the colour flushed her 
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face, "Th^re is Rupert I there is my hus- 
band 1" 

Sylvan Holt leant forward and saw him: too. 
He was threading his way rapidly amongst the 
moying throng, Sandy close behind him, carry- 
ing what looked like the hastily caught-up 
remains of his master's baggage — a cloak, a 
desk strapped round with a leather thong, and 
a little knapsack. Margaret's idea was that he 
had come thither in search of her, and she 
looked eagerly from the window; Sandy caught 
sight of her, pressed to the Colonel's side, and 
seemed to give him some hurried information; 
but his master impatiently shook his hand off, 
and, without turning his head, daxted into the 
open door of a great hotel and disappeared. 

This incident took less time to enact than it 
has taken to relate ; as Colonel Fielding vanished 
within the hall the crowd of carriages separated, 
and the driver of Sylvan Holt's took advantage 
of a clear space in the street to dash forward 
at a gallop. Margaret's coimtenance changed 
from its expression of startled eagerness to a 
petrified coldness as her father said — 
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*' He is going by Marseilles instead of South- 
ampton^ it seems. What ill-luck has made our 
paths cross here ? *' ^ 

"No ill-luck, father, dear, but a mercifiil 
Providence, to teach me for what an insensate 
rock I have been grieving, and to cure me of 
such womanish folly I" replied Margaret, bitterly; 

4» 

*^ although Sandy told him I was within a dozen 
yards, he would not even look towards mej 
it is indeed well that we are to meet no 
morel" 

*^You would like, to get away quickly from 
Marseilles, Maggie ? 'T will be best so," 

** Yes, yes ; do not let him think he is pursued ; 
we will leave at once — ^this very afternoon. I 
cannot breathe this air now; it stifles me." 
Margaret met Mrs, Joan while her firmness was 
in its strength, and told her what had happened, 
coloured by all the indignation that burnt in her 
heenrt. The old lady wasted no time in argument 
(Mr entreaty, but, evading her favourite's presence, 
as soon as she could she went forth herself, intend- 
ing to seek out Colonel Fielding and bring him to 
his wife ; she was sure he could not have under- 
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Stood Sandy, or that nothing would have with- 
held him from heing with her now. Some time 
elapsed before she found the hotel which Margaret 
had described to her, and on inquir j she was told 
th^t Colonel Fielding and his servant had gone an 
hour or more previous to embark on board the 
** Simo(m," which was to have sailed the day 
before but had been deferred. The indefatigable 
Mrs. Joan, buoyed up by a hope which, alas I grew 
momently fainter, that the " Simoon " might have 
suffered another detention, caused herself to be 
driven to the place of embarkment, but the 
vessel was gone. She was almost disposed 
to cry with Margaret, that there was a fate in 
it! 

They left Marseilles that afternoon to go 
straight home to Wildwood. ^^I shall be all your 
own again, father ! " said Margaret, with a spasm 
of feigned carelessness ; " we will try to renew eur 
old life, and to forget that we have ever had 
an interloper between us." Then her eyes fell 
on her child's sleepy face in Jacky's arms 
opposite her, and the bitter-gay voice dropped 
into a long silence. 
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Mrs. Joan never told any one but Jacky^ lyho 
sjrmpathized fully in her views^ of her long and 
vain quest after the Colonel and the servant 
Jacky had had her own anxieties as to whether 
or no he might claim little Alick, and was relieved 
to find herself once more safe with him and his 
mother in familiar Mirkdale^ and his hard father 
&r away. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

OUT ON THE MOORLAND. 

Thus Margaret^ but little more than a year after 
her marriage^ found herself once more living her 
narrow uneventful life^ the child in her arms 
almost the only visible difference between then and 
now. She took her loneliness sorely^ sorely to 
heart; and if for a few proud indignant hours she 
had cheated herself into a belief that she could bear 
this severance with a calm equanimity, the delu- 
sion faded like a vision as soon as she found her 
monotonous days gliding on without any sensible 
decrease in her pain and regret Hers was, 
indeed, a hard and bitter lot ; all the charm of 
youth and love was departed from her, and she had 
in its stead the drag-chain of mortified feeling 
and wantonly wasted happiness. Sylvan Holt at 
this season surrounded her with every care that 
his anxious and watchful heart could devise ; his 
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life bad suddenly grown valuable in bis own eyes, 
wortbless as it bad been but a little wbile ago, 
because be longed to consecrate its years to caring 
for and tending ber. Tbe tbougbt of ber un- 
protected state if be were gone baunted bim night 
and day^ — baunted bim most cruelly wben strug- 
gling in tbose untold pangs wbicb be knew^ 
tbrongh Macmicbal's warning, migkt any hour 
hurry him from the world. Already, though 
perhaps in mercy he saw it not, the shadow of 
death was upon him, and its hand shortened to 
strike. 

Events at this period of Margaret's existence 

ti;ode closely one upon the heels of another. 

* 

Scarcely bad she rallied from the severe shock of 
one suffering before she was again shaken, and 
again ber strength almost succumbed under the 
overwhelming force of a fresh sorrow. If her life 
had bright sunshine, which it certainly bad, the 
shadows that contrasted it were very long and 
very dark. 

One evening she was pacing tbe parlour to 
and fro as the darkness fell. Sylvan Holt was 
abroad with his gun ; and she had her child in her 



\ 
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armsj and was crooning to it softly a lullaby song, 

which ever and anon sank into a cooing mnrmur 

on his dewy lips. They had now been back 

at Wildwood full a fortnight, and she b^an to 

realize the cold blank of her early widowhood in 

idl its weary desolateness ; many, many a tear 

would have dropped on the pretty baby fiice had 

she not turned it to her bosom, and let them 

I 

&li on her own clasping hands instead. The 
wood fire upon the hearth had been lately 
replemshed, so that while the night closed like 
a curtain outside the windows, and the great 
motioDless trees were slowly absorbed into its 
blackness, the room was fitfully illumined by 
the rising and falling of the flames. The door 
was a little ajar, and Jacky had crept stealthily to 
the opoaing to watch her darling herself unseen* 
Her faithful old hands were hard pressed against 
her bosom, to keep down the groans of sorrowing 
pity that Would else have broken out at the 
picture she beheld. Margaret's tall slender form 
was thrown slightly back, to enable her to carry 
her burden the easier, and her noble face was 
bent down towards the child. Jacky knew &at 
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she was crying^ though she could not see her 
tears — ^the posture of her head was expressive 
of such deep grief — such utter weariness and 
dejection^ weariness of heart and brain, for the 
body still carried its cross proudly enough* 

" Oh 1 my bairn, my bonnie bairn ! " was the 
inward cry of Jacky 's steadfast soul ; ** it *s not 
to my poor arms you come for comfort now." 

She saw Margaret pause by the wiudow and 
look abroad into the murky night, and then as she 
again addressed herself to her march through the 
room, she breathed a deep sigh, and said ; ** Oh ! 
baby, baby, if it were not for your little hands 
upon my breast, I should wish that I were dead I" 
and then she took the little hands and pressed 
them to her lips, in a long, fond kiss. Jacky held 
her breath and leant her wrinkled forehead 
against the door-side, while her eyes filled with 
tears growing dim and soft. Margaret had 
presently walked herself weary, and then she 
dropped into a low chair by the hearth, and 
suckled the child, who woke up with a smile. 
Jacky could see her smiling into the baby's eyes 
too; and now when she spoke it was in the nursing 
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mother voice — all love, and caress, and sweetness. 
At length the little one lay back on her lap 
satisfied, and laughed and crowed in Margaret's 
face, as she played with him. 

** My wee one I oh, my baby, it is good for me 
that I have you,** said she, in a tone of inex- 
pressible tenderness ; '* I think, baby, if he had 
not given me you I should have — •" She 
checked the expression of some violent feeling 
with a shudder, and dropped her face upon 
her hand. The child whimpered as if he were 
frightened, and recovering herself she began to 
dance him about, and to sing a lively tune ; she 
did not cease until she was almost out of breath, 
and then, as a continuation of the play, she bent 
over him and whispered ; ** Baby, where is papa 
now ? Where is he. Far away on the deep sea, 
sailing away from us further and further I Will 
he ever come back I Is he thinking of us, my 
darling ? Perhaps he is walking on the deck this 
dark night, and trying to fancy what his wife and 
his boy are doing. Baby, I hope he fancies how 
we love him ; he must never think we could give 
up loving him; must he ? " 
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The child" crowed triumphantly, and pot his 
wee soft palms together, as if he were goii^ 
to clap them in applause ; while Margaret leant 
back in her chair, and watched him admiiinglj ; 
her countenance had brightened insensibly. 

*^ Oscar, come and look at baby," said she ; 
''come and look at him." The gamit animal 
stalked majestically over towards his mistress and 
sat down at her knees. His youthful vivBci^ 
was beginning to yield to a sombre dignity, as if 
he foresaw the coming cares of life. 

'' Old firiend, old friend ! I think yon- haye 
found out I am not your wild Gripsy companion 
any more ! We grow sober both of us. Let us 
go and see what poor Jacky is doing in the 
kitchen. It is a dull house, Oscar, now; yon 
miss him too, I know ! " And Margaret rose 
from her seat, with the boy sitting upon her 
arm more solidly and firmly than babies generally 
do — he never doubled up ; the old servant sti^ 
back to her quarters, and pretended to be setting 
out the tea things when Margaret appeared. 

Margaret placed herself in the comer of 
the lang-settle, where she had so often sat 
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when a child to listen to Jacky's fireside stories^ 
and after a little quiet watching of her baby's 
face, which was again settling into a rosy sleep, 
she turned in a listening posture towards the 
door^ and said^ " It is a cold dark nighty Jacky ; 
I wish my father would not stay out so late 
on the moor. He must have gone very far 
not to have come home before this. He is 
often out after nightfall now ; he did not use to be 
formerly.*' 

*'His shooting over Holm Wood takes him 
oat o' t' way," replied Jacky; "may be the 
birds have been a bit wildish, and master never 
fikes to bring back a empty bag. He'll be in 
enow; I thowt I heard t' fauld-yard gate click a 
minute sin ? Hark, now 1" 

" That is not my father's step, but there's some- 
thing scratching at the door ; what is it, Jacky ? 
Will you see ? " 

Jacky opened the door on the instant, and 
there immediately sprang in Carlo and Bess, 
the two dogs that Sylvan Holt had taken out 
with him that afternoon. The footmarks they 
made on tihe whitened stone floor were a great 
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offence to the old servant's domestic notions 
of cleanliness^ and she instantly drove them 
forth screaming to Anty, who was crossing the 
yard with his lantern at the moment, to shut 
them up in their kennel. Anty whistled and 
called them by name^ but they still hovered on 
the threshold, though Jacky repulsed them 
vehemently, exclaiming, *^ Get awa' wi' you ; get 
awa' wi' you ; I won't ha' you i' my kitchen at 
no end ! " and so she shut the door upon them, 
remarking to Margaret as she again drew near 
the hearth that it was not like master to leave 
his dogs straying about when he brought them 
home after a hard day's work. They heard 
Anty whistling in vain ; one of the beasts had 
sat down just outside the door, and lifting up its 
muzzle gave vent to a dismal howl. Jacky looked 
out of the window at it and said — 

"What ails the imcanny beast? Get awa' 

to your kennel, Bess I" But as Bess did 

not stir, she again opened the door and called to 

Anty— 

'^ Has master come home yet, Anty?" 

"He'll be here direc'ly — I see him at 
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t' slip stee up o' t' bill mayhap five minutes 
sin ! " 

" Get this Bess awa' fra* t' door ; she maks noise 
enew to flay t' neebourhood^ and 111 gie her some 
meat" 

*'I can't be fashed wi' t' dogs now; I'se going 
to supper up t' kye. It 's your feeding 'em about 
door brings 'em there I" and with that Anty 
disappeared into the cow-house with his lantern^ 
and Jacky again excluded Bess^ having first thrown 
her a plate of bones. 

Margaret sat quietly in her corner for a minute 
or two longer, and then lifting her baby in her 
arms, she passed out of the kitchen, and across 
the hall to the parlour. It had fallen dismally 
gloomy there, and for an instant she was so sure 
that she saw her father sitting in his customary 
place by the hearth, that she actually spoke to 
him, but the next moment a tongue of flame blazed 
out as a log fell lower upon the ashes, and showed 
her that his chair was empty, while Oscar, who 
had followed her, manifested a singular uneasiness^ 
She returned quickly to the kitchen, crying out, 
"Jacky, Jacky, my father has not come back>: 
VOL. m. B 
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can anythixig have happened to hint? Call 
Antj here^ and see how strange and restlesB 
Oscar is — he trembles all over I " Anij appeared 
at the summons, and leant m at the Idtchen 
door holding his lantern so that it threw a 
Icmg line of weird light in the Erection of the 
fieuild-y ard gate. 

''Which way did my father go when yoa 
saw hbn at the slip stee, Anty? Are you 
sure it was yonr master?" Margaret asked. 

''Oh I yes, ma'am, it was master; I see him 
plain, but he neyer spoke — an' he was na 
geing at all but iiav!ning still like,** was the man's 
reply. 

While he was speaking. Carlo came back 
whming. 

"What ails f beast — ^he's possessed surely," 
said Jacky, as the dog scurried away barking in 
the direction of the moor. 

" He seems to want somebody to follow him," 
Margaret said; "there is a meaning in what he 
doesb Jad^ brii^ me my jdaid, and get 
your lantern. Where is Martha? let her take 
baby." 
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Martha came firom the dairj, where she had 
been scouring her milk skeels, and accepted her 
trust, when Jacky bid her go up to his cot 
immediately ; and then she let Margaret fold her 
jdaid about her head and without a word of 
remonstrance start off towards the place where 
Anty said he had last seen his master, Bess and- 
Carlo running on before and Oscar following 
with head and tail depressed. Tom, whom they 
encountered jusjb outside the fauld-yard gate^ 
tamed and went with them. 

Margaret's fSsu^e had blanched at the shock 
she had received in the parlour, but she had 
a perfect command of herself — ^more even than 
Jacky, whose fears had taken a defined shape of 
which she dared not speaks 

The point for which they were bending their 
steps was one of those narrow gaps in the stone 
fences conunon in Mirkdale,. which ran across 
the moor about half a quarter of a mile from the 
Grange. They reached it without having met 
Sylvan Holt^ without, perhaps, havii^ expected 
to meet him. There was a grizzled old thorn- 
tree leaning over it at one side, which Anty 

B2 
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might have mistaken for his master's figure in 
the gloom ; but he was not there^ nor anj sign 
of him ; and Carlo and Bess still ran on straight 
forward in the direction Margaret knew her 
father often took in his shooting expeditions^ as it 
brought him by a short cut to the corers at 
Holm Wood sooner than the track. 

Once on the open-hill side it was not a very 
dark night; but the sky hung so low that it 
seemed as if an upraised hand coidd touch its 
leaden arch. The broken ground that rose on 
either side of the path along which the dogs 
were leading them^ showed with a curious dis^ 
tinetness, though every object — sky, grass, bush, 
heather, even their own figures were suffused 
with the same cold, impalpable grey— colourless 
as hues of death; while here and there gleamed 
a wan water pool, darkened a narrow gryp, or 
yawned a forsaken quarry. The limekilns burn- 
ing by night were like lurid witchfires with 
streaming shrouds of smoke trailed down the 
slopes, and the soft wind that crept low and 
whispered in the heather was as if the earth 
shuddered and its life ran cold in its veins. 
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Margaret walked very swiftly, so swiftly that 
it was almost more than Jacky could do to keep 
pace with her. 

"Bairn, bairn, what do you look to find?" 
said she, hurriedly ; " may be master 's at home 
this minute thinking we 're all run mad.** 

"No, Jacky, you know he's not," Margaret 
replied. 

"It's not like him to bide out; I wish I'd 
brought a sup o' brandy; he may ha' fa'en ill 
upo' t' moor ; he may, you know." Jacky glanced 
up in her mistress's face to learn what ahe feared ; 
but the darkness baffled her scrutiny ; then she 
talked on to cover her alarm. " He 's been strange 
and doun lately about you, bairn ; I wish we 'd 
ta'en more tent o' him : nay, but we took every 
tent we cotdd, surely I I seed nought to ail him 
when he walked through t' kitchen this afternoon 
an' went out" 

"Hush, Jacky! did you not hear a groan 
down the hill where the furze grows thick ?" 

They paused and listened a few breathless 
seconds. 

" It is on'y t' little beck sobbing ower the stones 
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below,** mnrmored the servant *' Where '« Bess 
going alongside that gryp? It's soft walking 
there ; t' path turns sharp here, we H keep to it, 
it 's safest 1 " 

Agam they hurried forward, but when ihey 
had gone about fifty paces beyond the bend in 
the track. Carlo and Bess being in advance 
of them, Jacky suddenly flung her arms round 
Margaret, crying out— 

*' What 's yon ? Oh, my bairn, my bairn, keep 
back!" for she saw something lying across the 
pathway at a little distance in ft'ont, which 
might have been the trunk of the tree, if there 
had been trees there for storms to fell, from any 
shape it showed in the grey gloom ; but the dogs 
had stopped beside it whining, and so she knew it 
w^ her master. 

Margaret broke away from her grasp, and 
in an instant was down on her knees beside him. 
She touched his face, which lay upwards looking 
towards heaven, and drew back with a sharp ring- 
ing cry : never before had her warm living flesh 
touched the cold unyielding clay of death. She 
sprang up, asking in wild affiright — 
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« What is it, Jadky ? Is my fetiber <fead?'* 

Tom stooped down and flashed his lantern on 
the awful fiice, over which ihd passing night anr 
waved the shadowy grey lo<^, and then said 
with a stolid but not uncling calm-^ 

^^Yes, he's dead: master's dead an' stai^c! 
an' here's his gun lying close by him loaded* 
I should say he's just dropped an' soughed 
awa' i' ane moment, wi'out ony pain at a'." 

Jitickj was bowed down over hun with dbsped 
hands: ^^Oh! bahn, but he's surely gane home 
•fter his troublesome journey, an 11 get rest at 
last I" said she, in an awed, tremulous voice, and 
taking off her plaid she drew it reverently over 
the body. 

Margaret for several minutes stood aloof star- 
ing at the rigid form which her fancy ddined 
throt^h its covering, and then with a moan, 
she dropped cm the ground besides it, and b^it 
her face upon her knees. She did not due 
tike the frozen hand in hers; that toudi of 
his eold brow had sent a thrill through all hsr 
l^ood, and palsied her warm tlux>bbing heBXt 
^He is dead, lie is dead, my father is dead!" 
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she kept repeating to herself in a stunned half- 
unconscious way. She heard Jacky ,conferring 
with Tom about what they must do^ and shrank 
when they fired off the gun as a signal to Anty 
to bring help ; then Tom went away, leaving 
his lantern on the ground, and the servant 
knelt besides her, and pressed her in her arms 
whispering to her such comfort as she could 
give. 

** Oh ! bairn, bairn, he was tired out wi' his 
hard life, an' now he's done wi' it," said she, 
sobbing ; ** he 's gane where the wicked cease fra' 
troubling, an' where the weary are at rest — 
believe it, bairn; I believe it surely !" 

^^ But so lonely, Jacky ; if he had died in 
my arms at home I think I could have borne 
it, but out on the moor I No one near him — 
no one to give him a good-bye, or to say a 
prayer ! oh I it is very hard — it is very cruel — 
why was it? why was it?" 

*'It was God's toill — may be it was God's 
mercy. We don't know wha^ stood by him when 
he died — angels come and gae amang us yet — 
we suldn't say he was alone. My haim, he's 
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been a changed man o' late, an' I 'm sure he 's 
getten peace." 

Margaret's flesh shivered to the chill night 
air, she drew her plaid closer, and laid her arm 
round the neck of Oscar, who was extended on 
the ground by her side. " When will they come, 
Jacky? They are very long," said she, presently. 
*^ Oh, father, father!" 

" Cry, bairn, cry, it '11 do you gude 1 " whis- 
pered the old servant ; " it '11 ease your sorrow." 

"I can't cry Jacky; something seems to clutch 
my heart, and I 'm afraid." 

There was, indeed, an awful weight in the 
leaden night with the ghostly whispers in the 
heather and the singing of the full beck below, 
which seemed to dirge the dead by whom they 
kept their watch. It was an hour or more 
before they heard through the solemn stillness 
the tramp of many feet approaching, and the 
sound of men's hurried voices. As they came 
near Margaret stood up, and they gathered round 
the body, which they laid upon a door hastily 
loosed from its hinges for the purpose. Sylvan 
Holt was a heavy man, and those who bore him 
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kad to rest and change several times before they 
reached the Grange ; Margaret^ Jackj, and the 
dogs followed close behind ; the servant's arm — 
to think that arm was now the best and faiAr 
fiillest on which she had to lean — supporting her 
dear mistress. The sad precession went in by 
the Ibld-yard gate^ through the kitchen^ and 
across the hall, where Tibbie Ryder was standing 
with a candle to light the way to Sylvan Holt's 
room. Macmichal was in the doorway of the 
parlour; for a moment he stopped the bearers 
with their burden^ lifted the shawl firom the dead 
face, took one certifying glance at it, and then 
turned quickly to Margaret, guided her into the 
parlour, and as she sank upon her chair, laid 
her baby in her arms. 

She dropped her face upon the child and 
began to cry passionately. Where, where was he 
who should have comforted her ! 

Macmichal dashed his own hand across has 
eyes, but he was relieved to see her ready flow 
of tears; for some time he let her weep, but 
at length tried to speak a word of comfort 
•*Your father suffered much; he knew his 
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^id would overtake him soddenly," said he^ 
kindly; "perhaps there never was a man to 
whom death was more welcome except for the 
love he bore yon.** 

^ I have nobody now," Margaret sobbed ; " no- 
body on whose daily love I can rely — nobody 
but my poor little baby ; " 

Macmichal ventured to remind her of Mrs. 
Joan Clervaux, who was ever her friend, and 
adked her if he might go to Oakfield and tell 
her how much her presence was needed. ** Yes ; 
but I want to be alone now, quite alone,** was Ihe 
answer. 

Macmichal inunediately left her, and softly 
closing the door upon her sorrow, he bade Martha, 
who was crying in the hall, wait at hand lest her 
mistress should require her. Before quitting the 
house he strode silently upstairs and entered 
Sylvan Holt's room. All the men had vanished, 
and Tibbie Ryder was beginning to perform her 
ghastly o£Sces about the corpse. To hear her 
conunents when the doctor was withdrawn was 
weird and awful. She stood ccmtemplating Ae 
pmched, pallid face for some minutes with her 
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tremulons old head on one side, and then said, ia 
a sepulchral tone — 

''I ha' streikit monj a corpse in my time, 
Jacky, but I never, to my knowledge, streikit 
ane afore that had blood upon his right 
hand." 

" Whist, then, whist 1 that blood 's not upo* his 
soul this night," replied the servant ; '^ his Hand 
may ha' been red ance, but it's white noo, if 
repentance and Christ's death avail us, an' there 's 
purgatory to cleanse him besides; an' I am no' 
clear but it was justifiable that he suld ha' the 
man's life. Margaret thinks it was, an' it's no' 
for us to judge him ; we may surely leave it to 
God, wha knaws all." 

*^ Ay, ay, God be merciful to all o' us, miserable 
sinners!" ejaculated Tibbie, raising the right 
hand and looking at the livid palm ; " but here 's 
a mark that shows like a stain o' blood yet, an' 
they say blood can never be washed out." Again 
Jacky entreated her to *^ whisht," but Tibbie was 
not heedful. She had a sombre delight in her 
office, which in fhis case had peculiarities that 
raised it above the ordinary degree of interest 



OUT ON THE MOORLAND* 253 

** He 's been a fine man i' his day, but he was 
always sae dour — ^less of late tban formerly 
may be: but I was never willing to come i' 
his gate either first or last. Eh I Jacky, woman, 
but it's ill dying as he died, wi'out ane word 
o' kindness ; strucken down as if an enemy had 
raised his hand against him unawares, an' smote 
him as he smote yon man years sin'. Don't 
teU me it was for nought he died as he 
did." 

*^He had warning months ago," Jacky said; 
^^Macmichal tolled him how it would be, an' 
he tolled me ; but he did not want her to know ;" 
this intimation was pointed by a movement of 
the head towards the room where Margaret 
sat below. 

"Poor bairn! she's only a bairn herself, wi' 
her baby at her breast, an' never a ane to say 
God help her 1 " ejaculated Tibbie, pitifully. " It 
was likings evil would fall out after such a wed- 
ding day as hers was. I ha' not seen her sin' yon 
time at t' stag hunt, a matter of two months sin', 
when she rode through Beckford with her father 
an' t' Colonel^ blithe an' bonnie as May morning. 
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It 's well to think that i' t' midst o' life we are 
in death : Godkeep us a'." 

Tibbie talked pn incessantlj until her task 
was done and the corpse orderly disposed under 
a clean white sheet, where it lay like noflung 
else on this earth, so shapely, still, and cold. 
Then she lighted several wax tapers and set 
them about the jroom, and left Jacky to watch 
while she went to get some tea in the kitchen; 
Jacky bade her not stay to gossip with Martha 
oyer this refreshment, because she wanted to 
be free to go and comfort Margaret, who was 
all this time alone. Tibbie promised speedy 
return, and shutting the door scrupulously after 
her crept down stairs ; when she was gone Jacky 
stood a minute or two gazing at the statuesque 
outline under the sheet, and then sitting down 
at the foot of the bed with her back towards 
it, she began to chant a monotonous lyke-wake 
dirge, gently rocking her person to and fro 
in time to the dreary measure. Margaret press- 
ing her baby in her arms shuddered as its, notes 
penetrated to the solitude where she sat weeping 
in the parlour. 
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1. 
'* This ae nighte, this ae nigfate, 
Eyerj nighte an' alle : 
Fire an' sleet an' candle Hght, 
An' Christe leceire thj sanle. 

2. 
** When thou firom hence away art paste, 
Erery nighte an' alle ; 
To yniinnymuir thou comest at laste, 
An' Chxiste receire thj sanle. 

3. 
** It eyer thou gayest hosen or shoon, 
Eyery nighte an' alle ; 
Sit thee doun an' put them on. 
An' Christe recdye thj saule. 

4. 
** If hosen an' shoon thou neyer gayest nane, 
Eyery nighte an' aUe ; 
The whinnes shall pricke thee to the bare bane» 
And Christe receiye thy sanle. 

5. 
^From Whinneymuir when thou mayst passe, 
Syery nighte an' alle ; 
To Brigg o' Dread thou coAiest at laste, 
An' Christe receiye thy saule. 

6. 
«^ If eyer thou gayest meat or drinke 
Syery nighte an' alle ; 
The fire shall neyer make thee shrinke, 
An' Christe receiye thy saule. 

7. 

** From Brigg o' Dread when thou mayst passe 
Erery n^hte an' alle, 
To purgatory fire thou comest at laste» 
An' Christe reeeiye thy sanle. 

8. 
** It meat or drinke thou neyer gayest nane, 
Erery nigfate an' alle ; 
The fire will bum thee to the bare bane, 
An' Christe receiye thy saule. 
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9. 

** Tliit ae Bighte, thM ae mifiiti^ 

Every ughte an* aUe ; 
Hre aa* aket aa' candle liglrt. 
An' Cainate itcdTe th j wnfe ! " 



Jackj's voice rose in tone as the dirge progressed, 
and it was not until she came to the end of it that 
she was sensible of a gentle knocking at the door. 
On opening it she found Margaret standing oat- 
side with the chQd in her arms. She had ceased 
crying^ and looked pale and firi^toned. ** Will 
yon come in an' see yonr fiither, mj bairn?" 
asked the servant, tenderly. 

''No, no— Jacky, I dare not stay by myself 
downstairs, come and be with me," was the hnrried 
reply. Tibbie Ryder was just returning upstaire, 
and so to her the vigil was relinquished, and 
Margaret went with Jacky to her bedroom, where 
Martha was waiting to undress the baby. When 
Margaret gave it up, she sat down by the fire and 
sank into a dreary melancholy. Sorrow had 
trodden quickly on the heels of sorrow, and this 
last calamity had beaten down herself-sustalnment 
Turn her thoughts where she would, every place 
seemed equally blank of consolation: she did not 
dare to think ; her mind was passive as her body. 
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Jackj tried to roase her by turning her attentioir 
to the little one^ but not with much success; her 
heart ached too sorely for any balm to heal it yet. 

** Oh, Jacky, I am very miserable ! " cried she, 
and then broke out again into a passion of weeping. 

Jacky encircled her with her arms, and laid 
the throbbing head upon her bosom. " Think, 
bairn, think that he's gotten rest," said she, as the 
best comfort she could offer. " In the world we 
sal' ha' tribulation, but in heaven we sal' ha' 
peace ? " Presently Margaret's sobs grew less 
violent, and she hushed them altogether when the 
baby was laid in the cot She knelt down beside it, 
and seemed to pray — she could not but pray when 
every pang in her soul was a plea to God for his 
succouring help. Upon her knees, bending over 
her child, Mrs. Joan Clervaux found her when she 
arrived. She had dreaded entering her presence, 
and was astonished at her composure : a quivering 
lip, a dim glance met her, indeed, but for the 
present passionate grief was exhausted : her still- 
ness was almost apathetic. Jacky and Martha 
stole from the room, and left them to themselves. 
They did not talk much, but Margaret sat by the 

TOL.in. 8 
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cot and Mrs. Joan opposite to lier^ and when iiiey 
did speak it was of the little one. 

'* He is all I have now^" Margaret said Gnce^ 
regarding the unconscious face with an enthusiasm 
of love. 

'' Not quite all^ Gipsy — ^I am your friend stilly 
am I not ? And let us have hope in the future-— 
there is reunion in heaven, if there be sorrowful 
partings on eartL My dear love, I will not think 
but that there will be reunion here for you and 
Bupert — ^there is a long lifetime before both of 
you : you will come together again before you 
die!" 

Margaret shook her head. The now wm 
stronger with her than any possible faturt* 
Hope for the present had hid her ^ace irom her 
altogether. 



JUKUSAVEB. 2S9 



CHAPTER XYm. 



BEBEAVEB. 



While Sylyan Holt lay dead at the Gbrange^ 
"Mr. Meddowes arrived^ and took upon himself 
Ihe arrangement of eveoything. Mrs. Joan Cler- 
YBXLs. did not quit the hosise^ bat r^nained wilb 
l^r favourite^ giving her all the consolation and 
support .he was caj«ble of receiving. It was a 
bitt^ljcold afternoon when the funeral took place^ 
but no persuasion could keep Margaret away. 
She had herself indicated the spot where she 
deidred her lather should lie, saying, that there also^ 
when her time came, she wouU be buried. The 
graye was made on the southern slope of the hill 
which the ancient chun^ of Beckfbrd crowned. 
No dishanoui^, up-heaped place was this, but 
a gaxden of graves, where the sun shone, and 
the storm beat as freely as on the open moors ^md 
fells. There was an air of peaoefulness about 
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it always^ for it lay somewhat remote from the 
village^ and ttravellers on the opposite side of the 
dale could see its white monnmental stones gleam- 
ing on the hillside miles away. 

A crowd of village folk had gathered^ as osual^ 
to witness the funeral^ but the only mourners who 
followed it were Margaret^ Mrs. Joan Clervaux, 
Mr. Meddowes, and Jacky. There was a keen 
wind blowing that afternoon, and the earth 
was iron-bound in a black frost. The early 
December twilight fell while they were still 
in the church, and all was indistinct by the time 
the co£Sn was lowered into the grave. There was 
no sound of weeping to drown the voice of 
the minister; it seemed that the dead man had 
not won much love; in only one heart did his 
memory live affectionately, and that heart held 
its passionate suffering in check amidst idle, 
curious gazers. The darkness gathered, and the 
ceremony drew to an end ; then Margaret wept 
softly, but not until Mrs. Joan would have led her 
away from the grave, did she forget herself and 
cry out, " Oh, no, no I it is so cruel to leave him 
lying here alone : father 1 father I ^ 



BEREAVED. 261 

**Poor thing, poor young thing 1 " said Tibbie 
Ryder, solemnly, to one of her cronies; "he 
was a hard man, but he loved her — ^that he 
did." 

Mr. Wilmot approached, and attempted to say 
a few words to Margaret, but she took no notice, 
and Mrs. Joan waved him aside. For a few 
minutes longer she suffered her to kneel by the 
grave, and then with a gentle force, but without 
speaking, she raised her up. 

" Take me home to Oakfield with you, Mrs. 
Joan; I dare not go back to the loneliness of 
Wildwood," said Margaret, clinging to her 
hand. 

"My love, that is what I wish: we shall 
find Martha there with the baby when we arrive. 
Come," and, with a last shuddering glance at the 
grave, which the clerk and sexton were now 
filling in, Margaret turned away and enteried 
the carriage. Jacky was summoned to follow, 
as she would be of more comfort to her young 
mistress, and could take better care of the child 
than any one else. Mr. Meddowes returned to 
Wildwood, where he proposed to stay — little as 
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1»^^ liked it — tmtil Sjlvan Holt's, affiurs were 
settled. 

The* room that Margaret had occasionally 
occupied as a girl^ had been made ready for 
her, and thithesr she was taken on arriving at 
Oakfield. Mrs. Joan sat down by the &re, and 
held the baBy^ while Jacky and Martha undressed 
their mistress. It was most sad and pitiable to 
see her white face^ and the tears roQing silently 
down her cheeks. She seemed no longer to have 
strength left for Tiolent sorrow^ and was too 
apathetic even to cheer up when the baby was 
put into her arms. 

"I am tired; I have not slept for many 
nights," said she ; as if her worn-down quietude 
needed some excuse. ** I must lie down.** 

This seemed the best plan, so they got her 
to bed; but even when her head was on the 
pillow, her wakeful eyes did not close, and when 
Jacky would have dropped the curtain to exclude 
die light, she bade her desist, saying she liked 
to see the fire. She was presently induced to 
swallow some nourishment, and when the servants 
went out, Mrs. Joan took up her post of watcher. 
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Margaret seemed to be tuming some sorrowful 
tiioogbt over in her mind^ and at last she spoke : 

^ Oh I Mrs. Joan^ I do wish Brq^ert were here ! 
How little he thinks what has happened I It 
may be many months before he hears of my 
fitther's deatL" 

Mrs. Joan saw she desired to talk of her 
hnsbandy and encouraged her. ^^How I wish 
now we had been reconciled^" said she> sighing ; 
'^that would have made my anguish less 
intolerable. It is a calm night, is it not? Oh I 
Mrs. Joan, every sign of rough weather excites 
me to fever. I think then, shall I ever, ever see 
him again? " 

After a while she became silent, but whenever 
Mrs. Joan looked at her she still saw her eyes 
watching the fire wearily. " I cannot sleep 1" she 
moaned, " I cannot sleep, although I am so tired. 
When will this wretched aching leave me? Mrs. 
Joan, where is Oscar ? " 

*' We had him shut up this morning, my love.** 

Margaret said no more, but turned her face to 
ihe wall; a sob now and then shook her, but except 
for that Aud might have been quietly slumbering* 
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As the night went on the wind got np and called 
round the house with a voice of bitter lamenta* 
tion. Margaret uttered no word, but she thought 
of her father in his grave, and of her husband 
out upon a stormy sea, until her imagination 
rabed up pictures coloured with the vivid hues 
of delirious fever. She sat up in her bed, rocking 
her baby in her arms, whUe in her eyes and on 
her cheeks burnt the consuming fire that had 
entered into her veins. 

Mrs. Joan was alarmed, and despatched James 
Groves for Dr. Macmichal. He obeyed the 
summons immediately, but said there was no 
cause for fear; nature was overwrought and 
must liave rest, and, having administered a com- 
posing draught, he went away. What came 
upon Margaret at last was rather lethargy than 
slumber, but even in that unconscious state the 
tears ran down her face, and low moans of distress 
escaped her lips. 

It was a painful night, and when the morning 
dawned it brought with it no change. . The strain 
on the poor girl's feelings had been too long and 
severe not to have weakened her nerves of en- 
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durance; they were no more susceptible of 
violent pain, but they were benumbed, paralysed. 
It was sad to see that strong, beautiful young 
creature lying day after day motionless, pallid, 
helpless, weakly crying, weary, worn out, body 
and spirit. She was deaf to remonstrance, deaf 
to every whisper of hope. The only voice that 
could have penetrated into the silences of her 
heart was far away. 

There was a time when Mrs. Joan and poor 
distracted Jacky thought that she would die- 
when Margaret herself faintly imagined that 
this torpor was the slow approach of dissolution. 
It was without joy that she one day was roused 
to behold herself brought once again face to face 
with life. When that stern countenance reftised 
to be ignored, she addressed herself to it with 
what force she had. 

"Mrs. Joan, my hour is not yet," were her 
first coherent words; **I thought I had come 
to my days' end, but I perceive that it is still 
morning — dark — but morning. I am better. 
Soon I must get up and do my work and bear 
my pain like others." 



266 SYLVAN holt's DAUGHTER. 

'^ My darlings I am glad yon are better, your 
eyes are clear. But you mnat lie still yet^ £br 
yoaare yery weak," said Mrs. Joan* 

'^Where^ is my baby? There was not a 
moment when I could not see his little face — give 
him to me now." Jacky brought him gladly, 
and laid him cm her bosom ; Margaret had not 
asked for him, had hardly noticed him for days. 
She now gazed [|on his tiny features with what 
looked like the shadow of one of her bright smiles, 
and when they would have taken him away, for 
fear of fotiguing her, she begged to keep him a 
little longer. 

Slowly now dawned upon her many heart- 
aching recollections; the events of the last 
year had come so swiftly, one upon another, 
that she had scarcely had time to pause be- 
tween them, but that hurry of exquisite bliss 
and keen pain was gone, leaving only aching 
echoes to thrill her miserably as she turned her 
eyes to the great blank which now seemed to 
roll itself out before her. It is not in the time 
of mental and physical prostration that hope 
can win a hearing, and the new life which Mar- 
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garet's imagiiwtion coldlj realized, seemed Httle 
worth the having. 

^Mrs. Joan, what do you think I ou^t to 
do when I am strong enoi^ to leare Oakfield?^ 
asked she, after pondering the fnture a long time 
in silence. 

*' Let us piftt off the discussion until some future 
time when you are better able to bear it ; you 
cannot leave me for months yet," was the reply. 

** If I knew what Rupert would approve I 
should do that." 

** My love, Rupert's mother is here, and Cecy ; 
wiU you like to see them?" Mrs. Joan said eagerly. 

Margaret lay back trembling. '^No^ no, I 
cannot bear to see them yet," replied she. ** But 
it was good of them to come." 

Mrs. Joan was vexed with herself for her 
precipitancy, and alarmed too when she saw the 
painftd effect her sudden announcement had had ; 
the tears sliding from under Margaret's closed 
lids, and her bosom heaving with ill-suppressed 
sobs. She kissed her quivering lips, but refrained 
from speaking, and by and by the poor girl re- 
gained her composure. For several days no 
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further allusion was made to the presence of 
Mrs. Fielding at Oakfield^ hut one morning lying 
awake Margaret heard her whispering outside 
the door with Cecy and Mrs. Joan. She roused 
herself with a strong effort, and when Mrs. Joan 
came in she said calmly, "Rupert's mother is 
still here; I heard her voice and Cecy's just 
now. I am ahle to rise if Jacky will come, and 
then I shall see them. I would not have them 
think me ungrateful." 

Mrs. Joan remonstrated with her patient about 
wishing to leave her bed, but Margaret was 
resolute. " I am weary of lying here, and besides 
I am much, much better. I have no more 
physical suffering, and I long to see the sun again: 
what a blithe morning it looks out of doors, what 
a cheery blue sky 1 " She was trying to put a 
veil on her feelings, and to assume some of her old 
self; but Mrs. Joan was not so easily hoodwinked; 
she read the evidence of the internal struggle in 
glittering eyes and unsteady voice* 

" Wait for a few days longer, Gipsy," pleaded 
she, ** don't seek to prove your strength too soon, 
lest it should break down again." 
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*^ My mind has woke up now, and urges me too 
vehemently to snffer me to be quiet any longer 
here — ^let me get back to my life, such as it is,** 
replied Margaret wearily. "I owe a duty to 
Rupert's people, since I bear his name and am the 
mother of his child, though he has left me. 
Little Alick must have friends amongst his 
father's kindred, let what will become of me." 

Mrs. Joan looked at her sorrowfully, but, per- 
ceiving that she did not overrate her improvement, 
Jacky was summoned, and with many a rest 
between, her young mistress was dressed in the 
heavy crape robes that she had worn at her 
father's funeral. 

*' My poor father 1 " said she. *' Oh 1 Jacky, who 
will ever love me as he did ? We shall have a 
strange home now, you and I and baby." 

** Eh 1 bairn, shall we 1 It 's a sair warld to live 
in, an' I care not for ane how sime I 'm quit on 
it; " was the servant's response. 

When Margaret was dressed, she desired to be 
lefl alone for a short time, so Mrs. Joan with- 
drew to apprise her guests that she was coming 
down, and presently she appeared. She had lost 
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flesh and colour ; her eyes looked larger and her 
brow more ample^ but no waste or pallor could 
destroy the clear delicate outline of her features, or 
dim the i^eetness and beauty of her countenance. 
Her abundant curls were mnoodied iirto rich 
waved braid, and knotted at the back of the head — 
a change that altered her girlish exprcMMdon much 
without detracting from her loveliness. She had 
great self-command in some circumstances, and 
though her weakness was against her, she exer* 
cised it now. Her step was tmsteady, and her 
mouth quivered irrepressibly, neither could she 
speak at first, but there was no outbreak of sorrow, 
such as Mrs. Joan had dreaded. 

Mrs. Fielding's eyes filled, and Cecy was &an 
to hide hers for ever so long on Margaret's 
shoulder; but if there was one thing in the meeting 
more remarkable than another it was its silence and 
self-restraint Cecy only said : '^ Oh, Margarei^ 
I am so sorry for you I " and Mrs. Fielding con- 
cealed her emotion in busily arranging the sofa 
cushions for her daughter-4n-law to lie down. 
Margaret's heart beat hard and &st for long after 
this quiet meeting: but the great step wbb taken — 
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she had met her husband's kindred and found 
them friends. The first time the door was 
opened, in stalked Oscar, and presently Jacky 
appeared with the child, whom Cecy imdertook to 
nurse. Amongst them the morning passed over 
very stilly/and without any recurrence to the great 
recent troubles: it seemed tacitly agreed that 
there should be silence on that subject for some 
time to come. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



GOOD COUNSEL. 



The Laird and his wife were both of opinion that 
Margaret^ considering her youth and wholly 
unprotected condition^ ought to make her home at 
Manselands — at leasts until her husband's wishes 
should be known; but when this proposal was 
made to Mrs. Joan Gleryaux she pleaded so 
earnestly that it might not be named to her 
favourite^ that for the present it was let alone and^ 
Margaret continued at Oakfield. When Mrs. 
Fielding returned to Scotland^ Cecy was left 
behind as a cheerful companion for her sister, 
who regarded her with daily increasing affection* 
Many warnings had the open-hearted Cecy 
received from her mother, about how she suffered 
herself to approach the delicate theme of her 
brother's separation from his wife, but one day 
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when they were taking their first walk beyond the 
limits of the Oakfield grounds^ her discretion 
suddenly gave way before her anxious desire 
to officiate as a peacemaker^ and she plunged 
directly into the heart of the matter — ^not, it must 
be allowed, however, without seeing that the 
moment was propitious. 

It was a fresh morning early in April — clear, 
sunshiny, warmer than the season generally is in 
Mirkdale — such a morning as insensibly influences 
the spirits and revives our drooping courage. 
The world brightens under its aspect, and things 
that seemed impossible before lose in its light 
half the phantom difficulties that surrounded 
them. Margaret's wholesome heart responded to 
its benign and gracious power, which dissipated 
the dark vapours that had clouded it so long;, her 
eyes lifted themselves to the spring sky, instead of 
dwelling on the ground, the young blood flushed 
her cheek with a new rose, her step uncon- 
sciously quickened into elasticity. ^ Cecy saw 
these signs, and spoke. 

" If I were you, now that you are strong again^ 
I should take baby and Jacky and go out to join 

VOL. in. T 
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Rupert In India^" said she^ with admirable direct^ 
ne89.< Margaret started, coloured, looked eager, 
but said nothing. " I should, indeed ; because it is 
the right thing to do," added her sister ; ^' let us 
sit down here in the sunshine and talk about it** 

They were close by Gxeatorex Mills, and so 
they took their places on the stone bench where 
Margaret and Martin Carew had sat on the morn- 
ing of that day, memorable in both their lives, 
when Colonel Fielding had first crossed their 
path. The yellow primroses, the wild straw- 
berry blossoms, and the white daisies were starring 
t&e verdant bank, and the huge water-wheel was 
flashing round in the sunshine, just as they had 
done then; as in a moment of time, all Mar- 
garet's life, from that hour to this, stood revealed 
before her ; but obedient to Cecy's wish she sat 
down, and listened and talked. 

'^ I want to do you good ; I want to make you 
hear reason," said Cecy, peering affectionately 
into her companion's face. 

*' You are a kind little Cecy, but you do not 
know ^ began Margaret, in agitation. 

*'Yes, Ido; I know everything," interrupted 
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Gecy ; '^ I know Rupert is miserable without you^ 
and I know you are miserable without Bapert, 
80 the only sensible thing in the world is for 
you to be together* I saw him in London^ and 
fi)und out where the mischief lay ; if nobody had 
meddled^ all would have come right. He took 
fire at a letter from Wildwood^ which he thought 
you had dictated — ^but it is folly to revive that 
I am sure you will do what you ought, and that 
is, go out to him in India." 

^^ Not unless he desire it ; and he scarcely can. 
Listen, Cecy, while I tell you," and Margaret de- 
tailed what had happened at Marseilles, without 
observing any of the gathering signs of wraih on 
Cecy's face. 

^' Margaret, I could almost be angry with you 
for suspecting our Rupert of such a piece of 
cold-hearted, cruel conduct," cried she ; ^' if he 
had seen you, or if he had understood Sandy, it is 
my belief that he would be in England now. You 
don't know, but I do, for he told me, what he felt 
at leaving you. I was his fayourite sister, and I 
would not let him hide his heart from me when 
he was so unhappy." 

T 2 
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Margaret sighed^ but she smiled too : ^' I should 
like to believe you, Cecy, but how can I?" said she. 

"You can very well if you will look fiirther 
back — ^if you will look to the time at Manselands 
and to the time we were at Abbeymeads. It 
is always well to be candid, Margaret, and I 
have found out since that I was mistaken there. 
When we are very sorry for any one we long 
to be kind to them, and that was how it was with 
Rupert and Frances; he was so sorry for her, but 
he did not love her like you.'' 

"I have heard him say so when such words 
sounded truer than they soimd now, Cecy." 

** But he does love you, Margaret: you believe 
that?" 

*^No — I cannot tell what to believe. If he did, 
why could he not come back to me at Wildwood, 
and compel me to hear the truth? You are 
deceived, Cecy, you do not understand ^ 

" I am not deceived, Margaret ; I know my 
brother too well for that He is proud, and that 
letter stung him to the quick, but don't think 
he suffered or suffers one whit less than yourself, 
for it would not be true 1 " 
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*' If I felt thatf it wotild be easy for me to stoop/' 
replied Margaret^ vfith a faint blush trembling on 
her cheek. 

** You say so ! I knew it, I knew it all along ; 
I told him ' Depend upon it she thinks you don't 
care for her!' and what was his answer — ^'Cecy, 
my very soul cleaves to her, but I cannot brave 
her contemptuous anger.' Ah I I wish he were 
here now to plead his own cause ! " 

Margaret shook' from head to foot ^^If," said she, 
patiently, " if Rupert and I have erred towards 
each other through a foolish distrust, it may 
be given to some distant future to right us 
yet" 

"Not to a distant faturel" replied Cecy, 
exultant *'If Rupert could know now what 
you have admitted he would long to annihilate 
time and space this very moment, to be near you 
and to repair what he has done wrong. But he 
will have to wait ; and I hope — ^yes, I hope that he 
will see it his duty to do a little repentance." Cecy 
had failed to realize all the pains of separation, 
but she could imagine the joy of re-union vividly 
enough, and she spoke in a light pleasant 
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way^ the nataral effluence of her own snctny 
temper. 

" Let us go home^ Cecy ; I know not yet whether 
you have done me most harm or most good ! ^ said 
Margaret. 

** Most good^ I 'm sure,** persisted Cecy ; ** you 
have the noblest heart breathings and I know 
it forgives Hupert now — ^but it shall^ it must^ 
have its reward in his devoted affection ; a dead 
woman is no rival for your living beauty. I 
will not let you raise ghosts again out of that 
perished past; say good-bye to it once for all^ 
and then write to Rupert^ like the dear^ 
good, loving wife you were always meant to 
be.'* 

** Cecy, you are a little enthusiast 1 " returned 
Margaret; and they went home in silence full 
of better thoughts than either had brought 
out with her. Cecy's admirable straightforward- 
ness of speech had wrought on her sister marvel- 
lously. 

As they drew near the Oakfield gate. Mistress 
Tibbie Ryder was issuing therefrom; she stood 
still till they came up. ^^ There's Indian 
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letters for Mrs. Joan and for you tco^ Miss 
Marg'ret, an' I hope it's good news o' t' Colonel," 
said she. 

Margaret was off like an arrow from the 
bow, and Mrs. Joan meeting her at the door, 
folded her in a close embrace, and said, ** I see how 
it will be; I am to be bereaved of both my 
children ! First Martin, and now Gipsy I " 

"Give me my letter 1 " cried Margaret, and 
snatching it hastily she fled to her room and read 
it on her knees. 

That dear letter! what words of repentant, 
remorseful love, what precious, golden assurances, 
true, true to every sense even on the cold 
inanimate paper; she believed them all and 
took comfort and peace once more into her 
bosom. 

"Come out, Margaret; I want to share with 
you," presently said Cecy, standing by her door ; 
she came out, the dews of youth, the light of 
love shining on her sweet face. 

"I shall take baby and Jacky to go to 
Rupert by the first ship," said dke ; " here is my 
letter." 
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'* Let me read it" 

" No ; it is all my own ; but I '11 tell you a little 
bit of it. Oh, Cecy, I am so happy." 

'* I see you are ; you don't look like the same 
creature; you are transformed. Here is Mrs. 
Joan, tell her too." 

" No need ; did I not hear the ring of Gipsy's 
voice down-stairs? Oscar heard it and pricked 
his ears. We knew what had come to pass 
both of us. Wlien you are a little calmer 
I have tidings of Martin for you as well." 

Poor Martin ; I am afraid he had but a very 
divided interest accorded to his letter, for great 
happiness, like great sorrow, is selfish too— 
and Margaret had no other thought now except 
for Rupert. 

No one gainsaid her resolution, but everything 
was done to advance it. Mr. Meddowes was 
formally reinstated in the regency of Abbey- 
meads, Mrs. Unwin promised her patronage to 
the orphan -house at Brightebanke, Wildwood 
farm was let, and Oscar confined to the charge 
of Mrs. Joan Clervaux. 

Margaret's last act was to plant a young cedar 
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on her father's grave, otherwise undistinguished 
from the green mounds that covered the village 
poor ; then she took a long leave of her friends, 
and turned her back on Wildwood for many 
many years. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



TIME FLIES. 



Time flies. It is nearly twenty years since Mar- 
garet and her little retinue sailed in the '^ Fire- 
fly.'' This retinue consisted^ first, of Jacky in 
charge of the baby — of Jacky, who packed her 
bundle to go half round the world with a phleg- 
matic composure that would have done credit 
to the experienced Katie out of Beckford, who 
had married the rampagious horse-soldier in 
the days of the Peninsular war — and, second, of 
Poet Patrick Blunte. Patrick's oriental romance 
had encountered obstacles, his vanity had received 
a diock, and his common-sense an awakener; 
he had undergone a preparatory course of train- 
ing, was going out to join the civil service as 
an underwriter or something of that kind; and, 
as he was very good natured, Margaret was 
very glad to have him as a sort of protector ; 
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and he^ far &om undervaluing his office, vras 
proud of it, and came out surprisingly in the 
way of amusement Patrick had abundance 
of natural cleverness when he got off his stilts, 
which hitherto had only elevated him into ridicule, 
and given him an ungainly embarrassed position 
in life. He developed some of his sister Phemie's 
fim in his new circumstances, and was really 
far happier than when supporting the tiresome 
r61e of unappreciated poet : not that he abandoned 
his pen — far from it ; in the intervals of studying 
his Hindoostanee grammar, he wrote sonnets; 
the voyage produced nearly a carpet-bag fuU^ 
many of which were admirable as descriptive 
pieces. A selection from them has recently been 
published with some success as the leisure trifling 
of a judge at Madras. 

Jacky was an immense favourite on board, as 
was only to be expected. The stories she told, 
the questions she asked, the ingenious and clever 
kindnesses she did were wonderful; but her 
astonishment at everything she saw was more 
wonderful still. The baby grew and throve as 
it had every reason to do; and Margaret, in the 
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intervals of writing letters home, keeping a journal, 
playing with Alick, and humouring Patrick's in- 
spirations, made the acquaintance and gained the 
friendship of Captain and Mrs. Macfarlane, who 
were going out to join their regiment — that 
regiment being Colonel Fielding's. Mrs. Mac- 
farlane was an immense talker, and had known 
the Colonel ever since he and her own husband, 
then beardless ensigns, had belonged to it. She 
had a hundred anecdotes of the Colonel's bravery, 
the Colonel's generosity, the Colonel's moderation 
in success, resolution in danger, and constancy 
in reverse; and anybody who knows how a 
good woman loves to hear her husband glorified ' 
will be at no loss for a reason why Margaret 
liked the rather boisterous Mrs. Macfarlane better 
than any other lady amongst the many on board 
the " Firefly." Their intimacy, cemented during 
the tedium of the voyage by many a mutual 
kindness, was destined to continue as long as 
Margaret stayed in India. 

*^ Margaret's campaigns," for so her husband 
calls them, have formed the theme of many a 
story to their children since, but they would be too 
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long and too disastrous a tale to be told. here. She 
joined her husband just before the outbreak of the 
war in Afighanistan, and was with him through 
that dreary catastrophe; Jackj- also clinging 
faithfully to their fortunes in a period of greatest 
onisery and distress. Captain Knox's regiment was 
amongst those sent as reinforcements to get the scat- 
tered Europeans through the passes of the enemy's 
country; and it was after the deadly retreat 
of the Khyber Pass, that Jacky encountered and 
succoured — ^as only that woman of many resources 
could have succoured — a gigantic wounded 
Scotchman in the Captain's company. Will it be 
believed of Jacky, after her fierce tirade against 
Katie out of Beckford, that at the first opportunity 
she married this rampagious person ? She did — 
and so much for the consistency of woman I But 
though she had married him^ and was now Mrs. 
Sergeant MacFinn, it by no means followed 
that she should forsake Margaret, her first love ; 
and when the exigencies of circumstances com- 
pelled her to choose between them, she armed 
herself with the sturdy Alick, told MacFinn 
for his consolation that he 'd be sure to turn up 
again somewhere and somehow, and followed the 
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steps of her ^ bonnie '^ a loose principle of conjugal 
morality which showed that Jackj's military 
education had made considerable progress. 

It was during the war in Sdnde that Martin 
Carew's regiment and Colonel Fielding's made a 
campaign together. From the battle of Meanee 
they both escaped unhurt^ but at Hyderabad 
Martin ^^paid his footings" i. e., received his first 
wound ; a very severe one it was^ and disabled him 
for many months. When this conflict was over the 
Colonel and Margaret went to the hills^ and j(»ned 
Captain Knox and Amy. Here Margaret's second 
son was born and christened^ by Jacky's special 
desire^ Rupert Meanee. 

Poor little Rupert Meanee died^ and was buried 
on the Neilgherry hills^ but three years after ; he 
was never strong like Alick^ but Jacky always 
persisted that he was prettier and cleverer^ and 
Margaret grieved sorely for her little angel 
child. They would probably have returned to 
England after this event, but the Sikh war 
breaking out. Colonel Fielding again headed 
his regiment. He went up with reinforcements^ 
Martin Carew again falling in with him. They 
fought side by side at Ferozeshah, where Martin 
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got a trifling scratchy but nothing su£5cient to 
prevent him distinguishing himself at Aliwal or at 
Sobraon, where he received a bad wound and won 
his company. The Colonel also received a hurt 
which will remind him of its existence as long as 
he lives. After Sobraon^ Sergeant MacFinn 
turned up^ as Jacky had said he would^ but much 
the worse for war and wear. He had been hit 
whenever he went out, and having lost an arm 
his fighting days were over ; Jacky affectionately 
assured him that he had more lives than a cat, and 
henceforward took him under charge. When poor 
Sandy died of a fever, the Sergeant was elected 
to the post of Colonel Fielding's servant, but 
his Briareus wife did most of his duties. 

What a blessed comfort that Jacky was I what 
an inexhaustible fount of strength, good-humour, 
and devotion! She woxdd have died cheerfully 
either with or for her mistress, the boy, and the 
Colonel^ if need had been ; and 'tis believed that 
<mce she did save their lives by a prompt action 
of her own, to which, however, she always stops 
allusion by a peevish— ** Whisht, then, he was 
only a black body P 
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This occurred during the early part of her 
military adventures in the lamentable retreat of 
the Europeans from A£Pghanistan^ when hundreds 
perished miserably by cold, hunger, and the 
sword. Margaret's conscience is less tender ; her 
accomplishments as a marks-woman, an inde- 
fatigable walker, and a hard rider, came into 
effective use ; and to the second of these the pre- 
servation both of herself and her child was owing 
more than once. Her indomitable courage, her for- 
titude, her powers of endurance were wonderful; 
it seemed as if her hardy training had been carried 
through purposely to fit her for what she had 
to undergo in later life. Then her high heart, 
her hopeful spirit never failed ; and the Colonel 
will always remember that speech of hers made 
when they were lying in peiilous concealment 
during that retreat — '^ Oh, Rupert, hunger and 
cold are hard to bear, and 'tis sad to see Alick 
suffer, but I have known days more wretched 
and nights more dreary than these." Which 
was very true ; for she was then sharing and 
ameliorating the sufferings of those she loved. 
Jacky said she had been bom for a soldier's wife> 
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and that if she had stayed at Wildwood or 
Abbeymeads all her life, they should never have 
known what was in her — ^an observation which 
might also be applied to the servant herself. 

It happened that after his wound at Sobraon^ 
Martin Carew fell into Jacky's hands, to nurse. 
Margaret also attended on him, and the young 
fellow in the delirium of fever betrayed the un- 
spoken passion of his youth. It was when only 
Margaret was with him; he spoke of them sitting 
down by the stream at Greatorex Mills and 
watching the waterwheel flash round in the sun- 
shine, and then he said, as if making a melan- 
choly confession to himself, "Gipsy does not 
love me; Gipsy d6es not love me!" Perhaps 
he wondered when he recovered, why Margaret's 
manner was rather lofty and severe for a little 
while, but to this day he does not know that she 
has his secret: he never will know it. 

There was many a talk about going back to 
Europe, but while hard blows were the fashion 
of the time Colonel Fielding said, his place was 
where they were being dealt, but when the war 
was at an end he listened complacently to the 

VOL. IlL u 
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visions of rest which Margaret^ whose heart 
yearned for England, never wearied of bringing 
before him. By and by there came a day when 
Jacky tossed up her turban^ as holiday-going boys 
toss up their caps^ and shrieked franticly— • 



** Hame, hame, hame ! oh, hame &in wad I be t 
Oh ! hame, hame, hame, to my ain comitrie t 
When the flower is i' the bud, an' the leaf if on the 
The lark sal' sing me hame to my ain countrie. 
Hame, hame, hame I oh, hame fain wad I be t 
Oh, hame, hame, hame^ to my ain countrie I " 



And then she seized upon Alick and kissed him 
rapturously, and on that young gentleman's re-* 
questing to know the reason of her wild behaviour, 
she picked up the gaudy Madras handkerchief 
composing her head dress, wiped her eyes with it, 
put it on again, and said with hysteric solemnity, 
" Oh, its hame, hame, hame ! — Alick, my man, 
t' marching order's given; we are going back 
to Wildwood, to Oscar, Mrs. Joan, and all of 
'eml" 

Alick, who was a boy of a naturally rejoicing 
spirit, and whom Jacky had taught to consider 
Wildwood as a Paradise of delights, cried 
*' Hurra" twice, and then, with a considerate- 
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ness beyond his years, asked if Sergeant Mac 
Finn was going home too, to which Jacky replied 
*^ Sergeant MacFinn be dished 1" But Sergeant 
MacFinn was not dished ; or if he were, it was 
in the ship that took him and his spouse home 
to the lodge at Abbeymeads, where she dishes 
him daily much better probably than he was 
ever dished before. When the family goes to 
London in the spring, Jacky and the Sergeant 
depart for Wildwood, where they stay over the 
shooting season, during which the Colonel and 
Margaret always go down to Mirkdale for a 
month or six weeks, and where the old servant 
is a personage of paramount importance — exceed- 
ing even that of the venerable Robbie Clarite. 

Margaret's third son was bom at sea during a 
stormy night, when it was feared that the vessel 
might be lost — which is, perhaps, one reason why 
the little lad, who came safely out of that peril, 
and who is of a remarkably brave spirit, declares 
that he will wear the blue jacket and the Queen's 
button when he is big enough. His mother 
already, in her mind's eye, sees one of his small 
mottled legs replaced by a wooden stump, and 

u 2 
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a black patch covering his right visual organ^ in 
the times when he shall be called Admiral 
Fielding, fifty years hence. Martin Carew — 
Major Carew — ^who came over in the same ship, 
stood godfather for him, and gave him his 
name. He had a great variety of nurses on 
board, being considered a remarkable character 
in himself, and it is not improbable that some 
of those who dandled the future admiral may 
one day serve under him. He is nine years 
younger than his brother AKck, who loves hun, 
in a superior but tender way, as something 
infinitely smaller and weaker than himself; Alick 
also remembers poor little Eupert Meanee — 
Margaret leaves nothing behind in India so dear 
as that tiny grave on the Neilgherry hills. 

And thus this set of people, who had borne 
hunger and thirst, danger, difficulty, and distress 
in each other's company, came safely home again, 
united by a bond of love and esteem and intimate 
knowledge, such a^ suffering knits-a bond 
stronger to bear the fret and monotony of quiet 
coming years, than anv that mere pleasure- 
seeking or easy living ever wove. 
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As the ship neared the shore^ those who wera 
gathered there to receive their friends saw one 
group in particular, consisting of a grey-haired, 
grey-moustached, brown-visaged soldier, on whose 
arm leant a beautiful spirited-looking woman, 
who held a tall, bright-eyed, curly-headed boy 
by the hand. Close by was a second female 
who had the tanned and sturdy aspect of a 
disguised drummer, but who vindicated the claims 
of her sex by the style in which she carried 
the baby; behind her was a grim red-bearded 
soldier of most rampagious appearance — to wit, 
Sergeant MacFinn; and a pace or two oflF a 
dark gentleman, younger than the first, but full as 
tall, and of a very similar air and figure. 

The party on deck was equally attracted by a 
cluster on shore ; there was that brave old lady 
Mrs. Joan Clervaux, and lying at her feet — for it 
was a warm summer day — tired, perhaps, and 
feeling mournfully that he was not so young as 
he had been, was Margaret's faithful companion 
Oscar. Alick cried out his name when he saw 
the dog, for his mother had talked about and 
drawn his picture a hundred times, so that the 
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lad knew him immediatelj. The Laird was there 
with Cecy — Cecy as pretty as ever, but not 
married yet; she had not, it seemed, met with 
any one so good or so nice as Rupert, so she 
stayed with her parents at home. At the very first 
glimpse of her, Margaret took an idea into her 
head, but what that idea was must wait awhile 
£or its derelopment. 

Jacky's enthusiasm was so wild that she was 
lost for some time in the confusion of landing, and 
was recovered at the moment when she was 
about to set off to walk home to Wildwood with 
the baby alone : when remonstrated with, all she 
said was, " Ha' we ne'er tramped bairns on our 
backs afore ? marry I wo ha.' What we ha' done 
once, we may do again ; Jacky's no' nesh." And 
whenever the old servant foimd herself hampered 
by " t' genteel ways" of home she always reverted 
to some queer expedient of her military life to 
prove how easy it was to do without them where 
the observance was inconvenient. 



And the whole, party travelled to Abbeymeads, 
where Mrs. Fielding awaited them* It was a 
very happy coming home. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



home! 



It was a very happj coming home! Colonel 
Fielding and Margaret would not part with 
any of their guests for several weeks : they were 
all friends^ dear friends^ where could they be 
better than together? Mrs. Joan Clervaux 
rejoiced over her recovered children as truly, 
as warmly, as if she had been indeed their mother. 
Poor Martin's wounds, badges of bravery and 
honour, which had long and often disquieted 
her alone, were now only elements in her pride 
in him; and Margaret's matronly beauty and 
dignity filled up the picture of change that she 
had daily drawn as operating in her wild darling 
Gipsy. 

It was not dear at first that Oscar recognised 
his former companion ; he did not answer to 
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her call, and followed in preference Mrs. 
Joan Clervaux, nnder whose care he had been 
left ; bat in a few days he attached himself to 
Alick, and presently after, he would come to 
Margaret and lie down at her feet, as if the 
remembrance of the old alliance had returned to 
him, and he desired its renewaL It was renewed, 
and lasts still; Oscar, a truly venerable dog, 
suns himself on the terrace at Abbeymeads to 
this day, and sometimes condescends to play 
at being a horse with the future Admiral 
Martin. 

Margaret soon aftier her return to England 
came out in a new character — as a match- 
maker. The idea that came into her head as 
she greeted Cecy at Southampton, was, that she 
would make the dearest wife in the world for 
Major Carew. She named it to Mrs, Joan, who, 
blushing beautifully for so old a lady, confessed 
that she had already made the suggestion to 
her dear nephew, and that his answer was, he had 
no time to think about marrying or anything of 
the kind. Margaret blushed too, for the idea was 
such a hopeful one that she would not consent 
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to relinquish it. She patiently abided her 
time. 

Cecy was a very sweet, lovable woman, and 
perhaps Major Carew interested her, but at all 
events she was never more sweet and lovable 
than in his company; and as she stayed the 
sununer at Abbeymeads, then went to Wildwood, 
and he visited Manselands with Mrs. Joan about 
Christmas time, his opportunities of studying her 
were many. The longer Cecy was known, the 
more cordially was she appreciated, and before 
they had been a year in England, the Major found 
spare time on his hands to fall in love — the 
proximate result of which was a marriage, which 
is a happy one in every sense. 

When Margaret went to Wildwood the first 
autumn with the Colonel and their boys, one of the 
first ladies who called upon her was the second Mrs. 
Wilmot — ci-devant Miss Bell Rowley. The poor 
Irish lady had died suddenly, and the brisk little 
rector, perhaps because he was partial to tongue, 
had espoused^ the Mirkdale Amazon during the 
fit of despair which followed the simultaneous 
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mairlages of two of lier youngest sbters. Bell 
was grown preposterously stout; she had a house 
fiill of children^ and a heart fall of complaints. 
She told Margaret, with tears- in her eyes^ Ihat 
she had never mounted a horse since the day she 
married the rector, and that &om the bottom of 
her heart she envied Miss Bleete, who was an old 
maid and a huntress stilL She had given up 
boastmg almost, and neither Golcmel Fielding nor 
Major Carew recognised her. 

Tibbie Ryder had made up her last mail, 
busked her last bride, streaked her last corpse, 
and taken up her last lodging on the slope 
of Beckford church hill, before Margaret came 
home; a new postmistress reigns in her stead; 
who is a stupid honest body, ignorant of the 
powers of kettle-spout, red-hot needle, and her 
neighbour's affidrs. There is consequently much 
less gossip afloat than formerly, though to the 
stock legends there is another added — How 
Sylvan Holt lived and died — ^but Jacky does not 
include this in her repertoire. 

Sylvan Holt's grave is green, and Mar^iret 
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knows it by the young cedar she planted there 
before she left England^ but according to his 
own request there is no stone there^ nor any- 
thing to tell the stranger or the fixture who 
lies below. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

NOW. 

It is seven years since Colonel Fielding and his 
wife came home. Alick is a tall^ handsome fellow 
now^ who gives his mother his arm in a manly 
way — and the devotion he has for her is })eautifii]. 
She has only those two sons^ Alick and Martin — 
Martin a home darling stilly Alick already plmn- 
ing himself for his first flight into the world. 
He will be a soldier like his father^ and like 
his &ther he will draw his sword in troublous 
times. If Margaret had had a daughter she 
would have trained her up in all gentle and 
womanly virtues ; but she was well fitted to be 
the mother of sons. It is the boys' opinion 
that she knows everything about beasts, birds, 
trees, and sports that can be known. She has 
been their companion ever since they were bom. 
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and from what Alick has seen and known of her^ 
he conceives a lofty and pure idea of women 
which she prays he may ever retain. 

The Kfe she leads is a truly noble one. King 
Solomon has drawn a portrait of a virtuous 
woman^ whose price, he says, is above rubies 
— some of her traits, her best traits, are Mar- 
garet's. 

"The heart of her husband doth safely trust 
in her; she will do him good and not evil all 
the days of her life. She stretcheth out her 
hand to the poor: yea, she reacheth forth her 
hands to the needy. Strength and honour are her 
clothing; and she shall rejoice in time to come. 
She openeth her mouth in wisdom ; and in her 
tongue is the law of kindness. Her children rise 
up and call her blessed ; her husband also, and 
he praiseth her." 

Mr. Meddowes, an old man now, says she 
has redeemed her father's neglect of his property. 
Wealth could not have fallen into more conscien- 
tious hands than Colonel Fielding's and hers; 
and it seems that there is a blessing on their 
good deeds. 
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Many a miserable fSunOy^ rescued firom lowest 
poyerly and vice, has fonnd tke way smoothed 
to a new colony and a new life by their bounty ; 
many a poor, half-baffled striver with hard times 
and his own genius has found his cake and cruise 
replenished week by week until the battle was 
won, or he had passed forward to that land where 
striving ceases for ever more. 

In her desire that the children should be 
men good and useful in then: generation, Mar- 
garet has caused tiiem to become acquainted 
with every man, woman, and child on the estates 
that they will one day share, so that there may 
be amongst them that close personal interest 
which the abstract sense of duty between land- 
lord and tenant but coldly supplies. They have 
been brought up in a hardy, independent, though 
loving way, so that if the vicissitudes of after 
life bring them down to their own natural 
strength, courage, and ingenuity, they may live 
through them, and live them down with less 
of suffenng than might otherwise fall to theit 
share. 

The endowment of Brightebanke has been made 
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perpetual, so that one of Margaret's good deeds 
will live after her, may be, for ages. And now 
having brought her through her trials to a calm 
scene of life, there let us leave her, saying, as 
some poor heart, warmed and comforted, says 
daUy, '' God bless her I" 
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Author of " The Gun." 

Demy %vo, with Illustrations, price 14«., cloth, 

" A work of great practical Taloe, whieh bids 
fkir to stand the chief practical aathorilj oa 



** Mr. Ghreener's Treatise is snggestire, ample, 
and elaborate." — Athenatwm. 

** An acceptable contribntion to profiBssional 
literatnre, written in a popular style."— £7i»i<«( 
Service Magazine, 

**A comprebensiye work, abounding in 
information, and fall of suggestions well 
worthy of attention."— /6^)Mtotor. 



the mr4ect.''—JiilHary8peeUaor. 

** The most taiteretitiDg work of the Und that 
has come under our notice.'*— Saturdatf BevUw. 

*• A very comprehensive work."— JlfWwrf and 
MUUary Oatette. 



Tents and Tent Life. By Capt Godfbbt Rhodes, 

94th Regt. Post Svo, with Twenty-eight Plates, I2s, cloth. 

The Education of the Human Race. Now 

first Translated from the German of Lessikg. 

Fcap. Svo, antique cloth, price 4s. 

\* This remarkable work is now first published in English. 

" An agreeable and flowing translation of | The Essiqr makes quite a gem in its FngUA 
one of Lesshig's finest Euajs."—NatUmal \ {crm.'*---WestmiTuter Revieuf. 
Review. j '< This fairahiable Tract"— CHt<c. 

Homely Ballads for the Working Mans 

Fireside. By Mabt Sewell. 

Post Svo, cloth. One Shilling. 
** Very good rerses conreyhig very usefU lessons.'^Ztfsrorfr Gasttts, 



SMITH, ELDER & CO. 



NEW PUBLICATIONS— conhnu^d. 

Sermons. By the late Ret. Fred. W. Robektson, A.M.^ 
Incumbent of Trinity Chapel, Brighton. 

FIRST SERIES— jP(/IA Edition, Post Hvo, price 9s. ehth, 

SECOND SERIES— Ft^ Edition, price 9«. ehth. 

THIRD SERIES— T^iW Edition, Post Svo, with Portrait, price 9s. chth. 



**yer7 beaatiftil in ftoling and oeetsiciuUly 
striking and forcible in oonoeptkm to a re- 
markable degree."— <7M«rtftei». 

"Mr. Robertson, of Brighton, is a name 
fluniliar to most of ns, and honoured by all to 
whom it la fluniliar. "—O^lb^. 



"These sermons are fUl of thov^t and 
beantr. There is not a sermon in the series 
that does not ftimish evidence of origliialitj 
without extrava^nce, of discrimination with- 
out tediousness, and of pie^ withoiU caat or 
coDTentionaUsm.**— A*<mA QmrUrlp. 



Esmond. By W. M. Thackeray, Esq. 

A New Edition in One Volume, Crown 8vo, price 6<. cloth. 

** Mr. Thackeray has selected for his hero a 
Tery noble type of the caTaUer softening into 
the man of the eighteenth century, and fior 
his heroine one of the sweetest women that 
erer breathed flrom canras or flrom book 
ilnce RafBselle painted and Shakspeare wrote.** 
—Spe^ator. 

** Apart from its special merits '* Esmond*' 



must be read JoKt now as an introdueti<m to 
"The Virginians." It is quite impossible ftilly 
to understand and cnjoy the latter story wlt3i- 
out a knowledge of " Esmond." The new 
tale is in the strictest sense the sequel of 
the <Mf not onlv introducing tlie same di*- 
racters, but continuing their history at a later 
period.*" 



Captivity of Mussian Princesses in the Can- 

casits : including a Seven Months^ Residence in ShamiPs 
Seraglio, in the Years 1854-5. Translated from the 
Russian, by H. S. Edwards. 

With an authentic Portrait qf Shamil, a Plan of his House, and a Map. 

Post Svo, price 10c 6dL cloth. 



" A book than which there are fow novels 
more interesting. It is a romance of the 
Caucasus. The account of lifo In the house 
of Shamil is ftOI and very entertaintaig ; 
and of Shamil himself we see much."— £sr- 
anUtur, 



'* The story is certainly one of the most 
curious we have read; it contains the best 
popular notice of the social pidity of Shamil 
and the manners of his people." — Ltadsr. 

** The narrative is well worth readfaog." — 
Athsnmwn, 



Jteligion in Common Life. By William Ellis. 

Post 8&0, price Is. 6^. chA. 

" A book addressed to young people of the I '* Lessons in Political Economy fbr young 
upper ten thousand upon aoeial dutlei."— people by a skilAil hand."— iBoenomM. 
JSxominer, I 

The Sea Officer's Manual; being a Com-- 

pendium of the Duties of a Commander; First, Second, 
Third, and Fourth Officer; Officer of the Watch; and 
Midshipman in the Mercantile Navy. By Caftaik A. 
Parish, of the East India Merchant Service. 

Second Edition, SmaB Post Bvo, price 5s. elotJi. 



** A very lucid and compendious manual. 
We would recommend youths intent upon a 
seaflaring lifo to study it.**— Athsnmum. 



**A little book that ought to be in great 
request among young seamen.*'— JBvonUMr. 
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NEW WOSES ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 

Personal Adventures during the Indian Rebel- 
lion, in Rohilcund, Futteghur, and Oude. By W. 
Edwabds^ Esq., B.C.S. 

Third Edition, Post %vo, price 6«. cloth. 



** For tonehing Inddents, hair - Inreadth 
'fcapes, and the pathos of safferings almost 
increriible, there has appeared nothing like 
this little hook of * Personal Adyenturet.' "— 
Athmteum. 



** Among flie stories of hair-breadth escapes 
in India this is one of the most interesting 
and tonching.'*— £!ram<ner. 

*• A very touching iULrntire.**—£4t. Chuette. 

** No account of it can do it jastioe.'''6'Zo(e. 



The Chaplain! s Narrative of the Siege of 

Delhi, l&j the Rev. J. E. W. Rotton, Chaplain to 
* the Delhi Field Force. 

Post 800, with a Plan of the City and 'Siege Works, price \0s, 6d, cloth. 



**A simple and touching statement, which 
hears the £npvesB of truth in erery word."— 
Athenaum, 



** An earnest record by a Christian minister 
of some of the most touching scenes which can 
come under ohoenration.'*— Zi^erory Gazette. 



The Crisis in the Punjab » By Fbbdbmck H. Cooper, 

Esq., C.S., Umritsir. 

Post 8vo, with Map, price 7s, 6d, cloth, 
** The book is fhll of terrible faiterest. The ** One of the most Interesting and spirited 



narrative is written with rigour and earnest 
ness, and is AiUof the most tragic interest.**— 
EeonomM, 



books which hare sprung out of the sepoy 
mutiny."— (7tote. 



Eight Months^ Campaign against the Bengal 

Sepoys, during the Mutiny^ 1857. By Colonel Geobge 
BouEGHiEB, d.B., Bengal Horse Artillery. 

With Plans, Post Svo, price 7s. 6rf. cfoM. 



" A right manly, fttir, and fbrdble statement 
of erents."— ^/^kausttm. 



*' Colonel Bouchier relates his adyentnres in a 
f^and gracefol manner.**— Zilerory Oatette. 



Narrative of the Mission from the Governor- 
General of India to the Court of Ava in 1855. With 
Notices of the Country, Government, and People. By 
Captain Henbt Yule, Bengal Engineers. 

Imperial Svo„ with 24 Plates (12 coloured), 60 Woodcuts, and 4 Maps. Elegantly 
bound in cloth, with gilt edges, price 2L \2s. 6d, 



" Astately volnme in gmrgeous golden corers. 
Such a book is in onr times a rarity. Lariee, 
massive, and beantifhl in itself, it is illustrated 
by a sprinkling of elegant wood-cuts, and by 
a series of admfarable anted UtbQgrapha. . . 



We hare read it with curiosity and gratiflca- 
tlon, as a fresh, full, and luminous report opon 
the condition of one of the most interesting 
divisions of Asia b^ood the Gaoges.**-- 
Athencmm, 



The Autobiography of Lutfullah, a Mohame- 

dan Gentleman, taUh an Account of his Visit to England. 
Edited by E. B. Eastwick, Esq. 

Third EdUion, Small Post 8ro. Price 6#. cloOi, 
** We Aav0 read this book with wonder and I ** It bears the strongest resemblance to (»72r/a« 
deUgbt,**-'A(h€n(gum. \ of anything we hare eter ntA.^—Spectaipr. 



SMITH, ELDER & CO. 



NEW WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 

\ Continued. 

The Parsees : their History, Religion, Manners, 

and CiLstoma. Bj Dosabhot Fbahjee. 

Post 800, price XOs, cloth. 

** An acceptable addition to our Itteratore. It I hare caretall7 gathered together, and formed 
gives information which many will be glad to | into a shapely vrho]a.**—EcQHomi9t. 

Life and Correspondence of Lord Metcalfe. 

By John William Kate. 

New and Cheap Edition, in 2 Vols,, Small Post 8vo, with Portrait, price I2s, cloth 

** One of the most valoable biographies of I ** An edition revised with care and Judg- 
the present day.^'—iS'oonomMf. | menV— Globe. 

The Life and Correspondence of Sir John 

Malcolm, G.C.B. By John William Kate. 

Two Volumes, Svo. With Portrait. Price S6«. cloth. 

**Mr. Kaye has used his materials well, and 
has written an interesting narrative, copionsly 
illustrated with valuable docnments.*'— iSar- 
cunintr. 



"This book deserves to participate in the 
popularity which it was the good fortune of 
Sir John Malcolm to enioy,'*— Edinburgh 
JReview, 



Suggestions Towards the Future Government 

of India. By Harbiet Martineati. 

Second Edition. Demy Svo, price 5s, 



cloth. 



British Rule in India. By Habbiet Mabtineau. 

Fifth Thousand. Price 2«. 6df. cloth. 

The Defence of I/acknow : a Staff-Opficeb's Diaby. 
By Capt Thos. F,. Wilson, 13th Bengal N. L, Assistant- 
Adjutant-General. 

Sixth Thousand. With Plan of the Residency. Small post Svo,, price 2s. &d. 

Tiger Shooting in India. 

By Lieutenant William Rice, 25th Bombay N. I. 

Siq>er Royal Svo. With Twelve Plates in Chroma^lithography. 21*. cloth. 

The Commerce of India with Europe, and its 

Political Effects. By B. A. Ibyino, iJsq. Post Svo, 

price Is. 6d. cloth. 

Views and Opinions of Brigadier^ General 

Jacob, C.B. Edited by Captain Lewis Pblly. 

Demy Svo, price I2s. cloth. 
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/ 



MR. RUSKIN'S WORKS ON ART. 
The Elements of Drawing. 

Second Edition. Crown Svo, With iBuHrationt drawn by the Author. 

Price 7s. 6d., cloth. 



'* The rnlef are clearly and folly laid down ; 
and the earlier exercises always condndTe to 
the end by simple and nnemharrassinfc means. 
The whole TMome is Aill of liyelineas."— 
Sjaeetator. 

** We close this book with a feeUng that, 
though nothhig sapersodes a master, yet that 
no student of art should lannch forth without 
ttiis work as a compass."— il^Aemvum. 

** It will be found not only an bivalnable 
aoqvitition to the itndent, but agreeable and 



instmctiTe reading for any one who wishes to 
refine his perceptions of natural scenery, and 
of it« worthiest artistic represontatioDt/'— 
JSccnomist. 

" Original as this treatise is, it cannot fiiil 
to be at once instmctiye and suggestiye.**— 
LUerary OatHU. 

** The most nseftil and practical book on 
the su^ect which has eyer come under onr 
notice.*'— iV««. 



Modern Painters^ Vol. IV. On Mountain 

Beauty. 

ImperiaiSvo, with Thirty-five Ittuetratione engraved on Steel, and 
116 Woodcuts, drawn by the Author. Price 2l. lOs. cloth. 



** Considered as an illustrated yolume, this 
is the most remarkable which Mr. Ruskin 
has yet issned. The pUtes and woodcuts are 
proflue, and Include numerous drawings of 
mountain form by the author, whteh proye 
Mr. Ruskin to be essentially an artist. He is 
an unique man, both among artists and 
writers.'— ^jwc^flrfor. 



" The present yolume of Mr. Ruskin's 
elaborate work treats chiefly of mountain 
scenery, and discusses at length the prindplea 
inyoWed in the pleasore we deriye from 
mountains and their pictorial representation. 
The singular beau^ of his style, the hearty 
sympathy with all forms of natural loyelineu, 
the proftision of his illustrations fbrm irre- 
(rtstiUe attractions.''- ZHitfy Iftms. 



Modern Painters, Vol. III. Of Many Things. 

With Eighteen Illustrations drawn by the Author, and engraved on Steel. 

Price 38*. cloth, 

*'Eyery one who cares about nature, or 
poetry, or the story of human deyelopment 
— eyery one who has a tinge of literature or 

Shilosophv, will And something that is for him 
I this yolume."— W>#^min«<«* Revieto. 
** Mr. Ruskin is in possession of a clear and 
penetrating mind ; he is undeniably practical 
in his fundamental ideas ; ftill of me deepest 
reyerence for all that appears to him beautiftil 
and holy. His style is, as usual, clear, bold. 

The Stones of Venice. 

Complete in Three Volumes, Imperial Svo, with F^ftu-ihree Plates and 
numerous Woodcuts, drawn by the Author. Price bf,\bs. 6d., cloth. 

BAGH VOLUMB HAT BE HAD SBPARATBLT. 

Vol. L the FOUNDATIONS, with 21 Plates,price 2/. 2s. 2nd Ed. 
Vol. n. THE SEA STORIES, with 20 Plates, price 21. 2s. 



racy. Mr. Ruskin is one of the first wrtten of 
the day." — EconomUt. 

" The present yolume, yiewed as a literary 
achieyement, is the highest and most strik- 
ing eyidence of the author's abilities that 
has yet been published."— XM^er. 

" All, it is to be hoped, will read the book 
for themselyes. They will find it well worth 
a careftil pemsal."— /ooltfrday RsHeis, 



Vol. IIL THE FALL, 

*' This book is one which, perhaps, no other 
man could haye written, and one for which 
the world ought to be and will be thankftil. It 
Is in the hiffhest degree eloquent, acute, stimu- 
lattag to thought, and fertile in suggestion. 
It will, we are conyinoed, eleyate taste and 
Intellect, raise the tone of moral fooling, 
kindle beneyolence towards men. and in> 
crease the loye and fear of Qod."— TVmM. 

'' The *8Umet ot Venice' is the production 



with 12 Plates,price iZ. Us. 6d. 

of an earnest, religious, progressiye, and in- 
formed mhid. The author of this essay on 
architecture has condensed into it a poetic ap- 
prehension, the fhiit of awe of Ood, and 
delight in nature ; a knowledge, loye, and 
Just estimate of art ; a holding fast to foct and 
repudiation of hearsay ; an historic breadth, 
and a foarless challenge of existing social prob- 
lems, whose union we know not where to find 
paralleled."— i8peefa<or. 
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WORKS OF MR. RIJSKIS— continued. 

Modern Painters. Vols. I. and II. 



Imp, Svo, Vol, L, 5th Edit, ISs, cloth 

** Mr. Rogkin's work will send fhe painter 
more than ever to the study of nature ; will 
train oien who haye always been delighted 
spectators of nature, to be also attentive ob- 
servars. Our critics will learn to admire, and 
mere admirers will lean how to criticise: 
thus a public will be educated."— J3tocih0ood'« 
Moffotine. 



Vol. II,, 4th Edit, 10«. 6d, cloth. 

** A generous and impassioned review of the 
works of living painters. A hearty and earnest 
work, ftill of deep thought, and developing 
great and striking truths in axt "—BriHih 
(iucwterly Review, 

** A very extraordinary and deUgbtAil book, 
fhll of truth and goodness, of power and 
beauty."— JITortA BritUh Reviem, 



The Seven Lamps of Architecture. 



Second Edition^ with Fourteen Plates drawn by the Author. Imperial 890. 

Price 12. 1«. cloth. 



'*By the * Seven Lamps of Architecture,' 
we understand Mr. Ruskin to mean the seven 
fondamental and cardinal laws, the observance 
of and obedience to which are indispensable 
to the architect, who would deserve the name. 
The politician, the moralist, the divine, will 
find in it ample store of instructive matter, as 
well as the artist. The author of this work 
belongs to a class of thinkers of whom we have 
too few amongst yxh.**— Examiner. 



«(' 



Mr. Ruskin*s book bears so munistakeably 
tJie marks of keen and accurate observation, 
of a true and subtle Judgment and refined 
sense of beauty. Joined with so much earnest- 
ness, so noble a sense of the purposes and 
business of art, and such a command of rich 
and glowing language, that it cannot but tell 
powerftilly in producing a more religious 
view of the uses of architecture, and a deeper 
insight into its artistic principles."— O'uardton. 



Lectures on Architecture and Painting. 

With Fourteen Cuts, drawn by the Author, Second Edition, Crown %vo. 

Price %s. 6d. cloth. 



** Mr. Ruskin's lectures— eloquent, graphic, 
and impassioned— exposing and ridiculing 
some of the vices of our present system of 
building, and exciting his hearers by strong 
motives of duty and pleasure to attend to 
architecture— are very successftil."- Jffcono- 



** We conceive it to be impossible that any 
intelligent persons could listen to Uie lec- 
tures, however they might differ finom tiie 
judgnoients asserted, and flrom the general pro- 
positions laid down, without an elevating in- 
fluence and an aroused enttiusiasm."- /S(p<c- 
tator. 



The Political Economy of Art. Price 2«. Qd. chth. 



"A 

work. 



most able, eloquent, and well-timed 
We hail it with satisfEtction, thinking 
it calculated to do much practical good, and 
we cordially recommend it to our readers."— 
WUneii. 

** Mr. Ruskin's chief purpose is to treat the 
artist* s power, and the art itself, as items of 
the world's wealth, and to show how these 
may be best evolved, produced, accumulated, 
and distributed."— ^tftemeum. 



" We never quit Mr. Ruskin without being 
tiie better for what he has told us, and we 
therefore recommend this little volume, like all 
his other works, to the perusal of our readen." 
— ISconomUt. 

" This book, daring, as it is, glances keenly 
at principles, of which some are among the 
articles of ancient codes, while others are 
evolving slowly to the light."— J^eckfer. 



Notes on the Pictures in the Exhibition of 

the Royal Academy^ ^c, for 1858. By John Ruskin. 

Fijth Thousand. 8tH>, price One Shtuing. 



A Portrait of John Ruskin, Esq., Engraved by 

r. H0LL9 from a Drawing by George Richmond. 

Prints, One Guinea ; India Proofs, Two Guineas. 
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RECENT WORKS. 
Annals of British Legislation, a Classified 

Summary of Parliamentary Papers. Edited by Pko- 
FE8S0B Leone Leyi. 

THE TWBNTT-SEYENTH PABT IS JUST ISSUED. 

Antiquities of Kertch, and Researches in the 

Cimmerian ISosphonia. By Duncan MgPhebson^ M.D., 

Imperial Quarto^ with Fourteen Plates and numerous Illustrations, including 
Eight Coloured Facsimiles of Relics o/ Antique Art, price Two Guineas, 

The Principles of Agriculture; especially 

Tropical. By P. Lovell Phillips, M.D. 

Demy 8ro, price Is, 6d. cloth, 

WestgartKs Victoria^ and the Australian Gold 

Mines in 1857. 

Post %vo, with Maps, price 10#. 6(f., chth, 

Tauler's Life and Sermons. 

Translatea by Miss Susanna Winkwobth. With a 
Preface by the Rev. Cbahles Kingslet. 

SmaU 4tOf Printed on Tinted Paper, and bound in antique style, with red edges, 

suitable for a Present. Price I5s, 

Chandless^ Visit to Salt Lake ; being a Journey 

Across the Plains to the Mormon Settlem^ents at Utah. 

Post Svo, with a Map, price 9s, cloth, 

Douhleday's Life of Sir Robert Peel. 

Two Volumes, Svo, price IBs, cloth, 

Cayley's European Revolutions of 1848. 

Crown %vo, price 6«. cloth, 

JBunseris ( Chevalier) Signs of the Times ; or. 

The Dangers to Religious Liberty in the Present Day. 
Translated by Miss Susanna Winkwobth. 

One Volume, Svo, price I6s, cloth, 

Payris Stories and Sketches. 

Post %vo, price Zs, 6d, cloth, 

Stoney^s Residence in Tasmania. 

Demy 8vo, with Plates, Cuts, and a Map, price lU, cloth. 

The Court of Henry VIII. : being a Selection 

of the Despatches of Sebastian Giustinian, Venetian 
Ambassador, 1515-1519. Translated by Bawdon 

JBfiOTfN. Two Fob., crown 8vo, price 21*. cloth. 



SMITH, ELDER & CO. 



RECENT WORKS— continued. 

Forbes' (Sir John) Sight-seeing in Germany 

and the Tyrol. 

Post BvOf with Map and View, price lOs, 6d, cloth. 

Undine. From the German of " De la Motte Fouqu^." 

Price Is, 6d, 

Conolly on the Treatment of the Insane. 

Demy 8tH>, price \As, cloth. 

Hopkins's Handhooh of Average. 

Svo, price 12«. 6</. cloth, 

Morice's Hand-Booh of British Maritime Law. 

8vo, price 5«., cloih, 

Adams's History and Topography of the Isle 

of Wight 

Quarto, 25 Steel Plates, cloth, gilt edges, price 2/. 2s, 

Waring' s Manual of Therapeutics. 

Fcap, Svo, price I2s, 6df. cloth, 

Vogel on Disorders of the Blood. 

Translated by Chunder Coomab Det. 

Svo, price 7s, 6d, cloth, 

Duncan's Campaign with the Turks in Asia. 

Two Vols., post Svo, price 2ls, cloth. 

Moss's Account of Med Miver Settlement. 

One Volume, post Svo, price lOs, Bd, clotli. 

Moss's Fur Hunters of the Far West. 

Two Volumes, post Svo, With Map and Plate. 2\s,clo(h, 

MussO'Turkish Campaigns of 1828-9. 

By Colonel Chbsnbt, K.A., D.C.L., r.R.S. 

Third Edition, Post Svo, with Maps, price \2s, cloth, 

Thomson's Military Forces and Institutions 

of Great Britain. Svo, price I5s, cloth. 

The Militiaman at Home and Abroad. 

With Two Etchings, by John Lebch. Post Svo, price 9s, cloth, 

Levi's Manual of the Mercantile Law of 

Great Britain and Ireland. Svo, price i2s, cloth, 

TJiomson's Laws of War Affecting Commerce 

and Shipping. 

Second Edition, greatly enlarged, Svo, price 4s, 6i. hoards. 
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WOEKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 

Tracts on the Native Army of India. By 
Brigadier-General Jacob^ C.B. 

8vo, price 2s, 6d, 

Rifle Practice. By Brigadier-General Jacob, C.B. 

Fourth Editwn, Svo, price 28, 

Papers of the late Lord Metcalfe. Selected and Edited 

by J. W. Kate. Demy Svo, price 16«. dloth. 

Tlie lAfe of Mahomet and History of Islam to the 
Era of the Hegi/ra. By William Muib, Esq., Bengal 

Civil Service. Two Volumes 8w, price 32a. cloth. 

The English in Western India; being the Early 
History of the Factory at Surat, of Bombay. By Philip 
Andebson, am. 

Second Edition, Svo, price I4s. cloth, 

lAfe in Ancient India. By Mas. Spedl 

With Sixty Illustrations by G. Schabf. 6vo, price 15m,, degandy bound in 

cloth, gilt edges. 

The Cawoery^ Kistnah, and Oodavery: being 

a Report on the Works constructed on those Rivers, for 
the Irrigation of Provinces in the Presidency of 
Madras. Bv R. Baibd Smith, F.G.S., Lt-CoL Bengal 
Engineers, &c., &c. 

In demy Svo, with 19 Plans, price 28«. cloth. 

The Bhilsa Topes; or^ Bvdhist Monuments of 
Central India. By Majob Cunningham. 

One Volume, Svo, with Thirty-three Plates, price ZOs, doth. 

The Chinese and their Rebellions. By Thomas 
Tatlob Meadows. 

One Thich Volume, Svo, with Maps, price ISs. cloth. 

On the Culture and Commerce of Cotton in 
India. By Dr. Fobbes Rotle. Svo, price 16s. cloifu 

The Fibrous Plants of India fitted for Cordage^ 
Clothing^ and Paper. By Dr* Fobbes Royle. Svo, 
price \2s. cloth. 



WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST.— continued. 
The Prodiictive Resources of India. By Dr. Forbes 

RoTLB. Super Royal 8vo, price 14& cloth, 
Royle^s Review of the Measures adopted in India 

for the Improved Culture of Cotton. Svo, 2$. 6d. cloth. 

A Sketch of Assam; with some Account 0/ the Hill 
Tribes. Coloured Plates^ 8vo^ price I4e. clodi. 

Butler's Travels and Adventures in Assam. One 
Volume 8vo, with Plates^ price 12«. cloth. 

Dr. Wilson on Infanticide in Western India. 

Demy 8vo, price 125. 

Craw/urcTs Grammar and Dictionary/ of the Malay 

Language. 2 yoIs. 8yo, price 36^. cloth. 

Roberts's Indian Exchange Tables. 8vo. Second 

Edition, enlarged, price 10^. 6d cloth. 

Waring on Abscess in the Liver. Svo, price 3^. 6rf. 

Laurie's Second Burmese War — Rangoon. Post 
8vOj with Plates^ price IO5. Qd, cloth. 

Lauri^s Pegu. Post Svo, price 14^. cloth. 

Boyd!s Turkish Interpreter: a Grammar of the 

Turldeh Language, 8vo, price 125. 

BridgnelVs Indian Commercial Tables. Royal Svo, 

price 2I5., half-bound. 

The Bombay Quarterly Review. Nos. 1 to 9 at 5^. 

10 to 13, price 68, each. 

Baillie*s Land Taw of India. According to the 

Moohummiudan Law, 8yo, price 65. cloth. 

Baillie's Moohummudan Law of Sale. Svo, price 

145. cloth. 

Irving's Theory and Practice of Caste. Svo, price 

be, cloth. 

AddisovCs Traits and Stories oj AngUhlndian Life. 

With Eight Illustrations, price 5s, cloth. 



12 WORKS PUBLISHED BY 

NEW CHEAP SEBIES OF FOFULAB WOSES. 

In Small Post 8to, with Urge Type, on good Paper, and neat cloth binding. 

Lectures on the English Humourists of the \Sth 

Century. By W. M. Thackebat^ Author of ** Vanity 
Fair," '' The Virginians,*' &c. Prke 28. 6d. cloth. 

British Rule in India. By Habbibt MABTutEAu. 

Price 2«. 6(f., cloth. 

The Political Economy of Art. By Johu 

RusKiN, M. A. Price is. 6d. cloth. 

TO BE FOLLOWED IMMEDIATELY BY 

The Town; its Memorable Characters and 

Events. By Leigh Hunt. With 45 Cuts. 

AND OTBJSB 8TANDABD W0BE8. 



CHEAP SERIES OF POPULAR FICTIONS. 

Well printed^ in large type, on good paper, and strongly bound in cloth. 

Jane Eyre. By Cubbeb Bell. Price 28. 6d. cloth. 

'*<Jane Ejrre' is a remarkable production. 
FreihneM and originality, tmth and paaiion, 
■ingnlar toUdtv in the diBiGription of natoral 
foenery, and m the analyiation of hunum 



«•«.?•«* rw«.» I. . i.«m..w.Ki« .»^-^^ tbongbt, enable fhii tale to ataad boldly ont 

from the maae, and to aarame its own place 
in the bright field of romantic Uteratore."— 
Times, 



Shirley. By Cubbeb Bell. Price 28. 6d. cloth. 

** The peculiar power which was so greatly which, for strength and delicacy of emoMon, 

admired in * Jane Eyre* is not absent from are not transcended in the range of English 

this book. It possesses deep interest, and an tvc^kfti.**— Examiner, 
irresistible grasp of reality. There are scenes 

Villette. By Cubbeb Bell. Price 28. 6d. cloth. 

"This novel amply sustains the fiune of I as an original and powerful writer."— 
the author of 'Jane Eyre* and 'Shirley' | Examiner, 

Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey. By Ellis 

and Acton Bell. With Memoir by Currer Bell. 
Price 28. 6d. cloth. 

A Lost Love. By AsHFOBD Owen. Price 28. cloth. 

JDeerbrOok. By HabBIET MaBTINEAU. Price 2a. ed. cloth, 

Paul Ferroll. Fourth Edition. Price 28. cloth. 

TO BE FOLLOWED BY 

School for Fathers. By Talbot Gwynne. Price 

28. cloth. {Now Ready,) 

Tales of the Colonies. By Chables Rowcboft. 

Price 28. 6d. chth. 
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NEW NOVELS. 

(to be had at all librabies). 

An Old Debt By Florence Dawson. 2 vols. 
Sylvan Holies Daughter. By Holme Lee, Author 

of *' Kathie Brande," &c. 3 vols. 

My Lady : a Tale of Modern Life. 2 vols. 

** There is force and a ffood deal of flresh- i " It will be read with great interest and 
neas in * Hy Lady.' "— iSjpeckUor. | pleasnre."— O6«0rTer. 

Eva Desmond; or. Mutation. 3 vols. 



**A more beaatifU creation than Eva it 
would be difScnlt to imagine. The noyel is 
undoubtedly fall of interest."— IfomtfHir Poat. 



*' This interesting novel rembids ns more of 
Mrs. Marsh than of any otiier writer of the 
day.**~iV««. 



Maud Skillicorne^s Penance. By Mary 0. Jackson, 
Author of " The Story of My Wardship.'' 2 vols. 

The Cruelest Wrong of All. By the Author of 

" Margaret ; or. Prejudice at Home." 1 voL 

The Moors and the Fens. By F. G. Trafford. 3 vols. 

Gaston Bligh. By L. S. Lavenu, Author of 
'* Erlesmere." 2 vols. 

The Three Chances. By the Author of "The Fair 
Carew." 3 vols. 

The White House hy the Sea : a Love Story. 

By M. Betham-Edwards. 2 vols. 
Riverston. By Georgiana M. Craib:. 3 vols. 
The Professor. By Currer Bell. 2 vols. 
The Noble Traytour. A Chronicle. 3 vols. 
Farina. By Georg;e Meredith. 1 vol. 
Below the Surface Life. 3 vols. 
The Roua Pass. By Erick Mackenzie. 3 vols. 
Kathie Brande. By Holme Lee. 2 vols. 
Friends of Bohemia ; or. Phases of London 

lAfe. ^ By E. M. Whittt, Author of " The Govern- 
ing Classes." 2 vols. 

Perversion ; or. The Causes and Consequences 

of Infidelity, l&j the late Rev. W. J. Con ybearb. 3 vols. 



\ 
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NOVELS FOKTHCOMING- 

Lost and Won. By Geobgiaka M. Craik, Author of 
" Riverston." 1 vol. 

Old and Young, l voL 

A New Novel. By the Author of ^' AmberhilL'' 
3 vols. 

A New Novel. By the Author of "Tales for the 
Bush," &c. 3 vols. 

A New Novel. By the Author of '' The Heir of Vallis.** 



NEW BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS. 

By the Author of " Round the Fire/' &c 

Old Gingerbread and the School-bogs. 

With Four CoUmred Plateg. Price 3$. cloth. 

Unica : a Story for Sundag. 

With Four Cuts. Price Ze. doth, 

Willie's Birthdag ; showing how a Little Bog 

da what he lAkedy and how he Enjoyed it 

With Four lUustrations. Price 2i. 6d., cloth 

Willie's Rest : a Sundag Storg. 

With Four Illustrations, Price 2s, Bd, chth. 



*'6neeftillittletaIeB,coDtaixiing tome pretty | "Extremelj well written •torf teeki, 
arables, and a good deal of limpTe feeling."— I annulng and moral, and got np in a very 
ieanomUt. 1 handsome ftyle.^—i/omifi^ ^droM. 



Uncle Jack, the Fault Killer. 

With Four lUustreUions, Price Ss, cloth. 
*' An excellent little book of moral improTe- I yond the commtm -place moral tale In 
ment made pleasant to children ; it ia iiir be- | and ezeeatioa.''~<7/ote. 

Mound the Fire: Six Stories for Young Headers. 

Square 16^0, with Four Illustrations, price 3s. cloth, 
<« Gharmisi^y written tales for the young/' I ** Simple and rery tnteretttng ."— >2f«MMMil 
—Leader. Review, 

** Six delightAil little stories.**— G^tMrrdian. | " True children's storiea."— ^LIAsmmm. 

The King of the Golden River ; or, the Black 

Brothers. By John Ruskin, M.A. 

TTiird Edition, with 22 Illustrations hy RiOHABD DoTLn. Piriee 8«. 6if. 

«< This little ftncy tale is by a master<hand. The stoiy has a eharminif moral."— i^ 

Rhymes for Little Ones. 

"With numerous Cuts. Price \s. 6d, cloth. 



MISCELLANEOUS, 

Sir John HerscheFs Astronomical Observations made 

at the Cape of Good Hope. 4to, with plates, price 4Z. 45. cloth. 

Darwin's Geological Observations on Coral Reefs^ 

Volcanic Islands, and on South America. With maps, plates, 
and woodcuts, 10s. 6d. cloth. 

Levi's Commercial Law of the World. Two Vols., 

royal 4to, price 6Z. cloth. 

Flayfor^s Hints for Investing Money. Second 

Edition, post Svo, price 2^. 6df. cloth. 

Sir John Forhes's Memorandums in Ireland. Two 

Vols., post 8vo, price 1/. Is. cloth. 

Leigh Hunt's Men^ Women j and Books. Two Vols. 

Price lOs. cloth. 

Table Talk. 3^. Qd. cloth. 

Wit and Humxm¥. 5s. cloth. 

Jar of Honey. 5s. cloth. 

Juvenile Delinquency. By M. Hill and C. F. 

CoRNWALLis. Post 8vo, price 6s. cloth. 

Doubleday's True Law of Population. Third Edition, 

8vo, 10s. cloth. 

McCann's Argentine Provinces^ Sfc. Two Vols., 

post 8vo, with illustrations, price 24s. cloth. 

Goethe s Conversations with Eckermann. Translated 

by John Oxenford. Two Vols., post 8vo, 10s. cloth. 

Kavanagh's Women of Christianity Exemplary for 

Piety and Charity. Post 8vo, with Portraits, price 12s., in 
embossed cloth, gilt edges. 

Elementary Works on Social Economy. Uniform in 

foolscap 8vo, half-bound. 

L— OUTLINES OF SOCL^ ECONGMT. 1#. 6rf. 

n.— PROGRESSIVE LESSONS IN SOCIAL SCIENCE. 

nL— INTRODUCTION TO THE SOCIAL SCIENCES. 28. 

IV.— OUTLINES OF THE UNDERSTANDING. 2«. 

v.— WHAT AM I ? WHERE AM I ? WHAT OUGHT I TO 
DO? &c. Is. sewed* 

Swainson's Lectures on New Zealand. Crown 8vo, 

price 28. 6d. cloth. 

Swainson^s Account of Auckland. Post 8vo, with a 

View, price 6s. cloth. 
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POETEY. 

lonica. Fcap. 8vo, 48. cloth. 

Poems. By Henry Cecil. 5s. cloth. 

Poems. By Ada Trev anion. Ss. cloth. ^^ 

The Six Legends of King Ooldenstar. By the 
late Anna Sradstbeet. Fcap. 8vo, price 68. 

*' The author erlncef more than ordinoiy power, • Tlrid imagii^itioD, gaided by a mind 
of loftjr aim/*— (7to&«. 

England in Time of War. By Sydney Dobell, 

Author of " Balder," " The Roman," &c. Crown 8vo, 5«. cloth. 

*' That Mr. Dobell li a poet, * £iif(1af d In time of War ' bean witoeM in many tingle linet , and 
in two ur three ihort vocaiM.**—AthaM^um, 

The Cruel Sister j and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo, 4s. cl. 

*' There are traeet of power, and the yeniflcatlon ditplayi freedom and a!kai.**—Ouardian, 

Poems of Past Years. By Sir Arthur Hallam 

Elton, Bart., M.P. tcap. Svo, Ss. cloth. 

** A refined, •cholarly, and gentlemanly mind is apparent all through thii Tolnme.**— Xc«<fer. 

Poems. By Mrs. Frank P. Fellows. Fcap. 8vo, 3*. cl. 

** There is easy simplicity in the diction, and elegant naturalness in the thonght/*— ^S^pec^o/or . 

Poetry/ from Life. By C. M. K. Fcap. Svo, cl. gilt, bs. 

** Elegant rerses. The anthor has a pleasing fancy and a refined Ta!tnd,**—JEe<momUt. 

Poems. By Walter R. Cassels. Fcap. Svo, 3^. 6d. cl. 

** Mr. CafMels has deep poetical fbeling, and gives promise of red excellence. His poems are 
written sometimes with a strength of expression by no means common.**— (Tuordton. 

Garlands of Verse. By Thomas Leigh. 5s. cloth. 

** One of the best things hi the * Garlands of Verse' is an Ode to Ton. There, as elsewhere, 
there is excellent tet]ing.**-^£xamtner. 

Balder. By Sydney Dobell. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

** The writer has fine qnalitiest Ms lerel of thooght is lofty, and his passion for the beaotiAil 
has the tmth of instinct.^— ii^AeiMrtMn. 

Poem^s. By William Bell Scott. Fcap. Svo, 5*. cl. 

" Mr. Scott has poetical fooling, keen obserration,deep thooght, and command of language.''^ 
Spectator, 

Poem^s. By Mary Maynard. Fcap. Svo, 4^. cloth. 

" We hare rarely met with a yolame of poems displajring so large an amount of power. 
Mended with so much delicacy of feeUng and grace of expression.'*— C%»reA 0/ England 
Uuorterly, 

Poem^. By CuRRER, Ellis, and Acton Bell. 4^. cloth. 
Select Odes of Horace. In English Lyrics. By 

J. T. Black. Fcap. Svo, price 4«. cloth. 

'* Rendered into English Lyrics with a vigour and heartiness rarely, if erer, surpassed."— 
CrUie, 
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